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Son and the Nenhe^v. 


CHAP. I. 

THOUGH 1 searched almost in every 
olsficnre part of the town, and made the 
strictjjs.t enquiry at tlie theatre, I could 
not learn any thing of the residence of 
Mr, and Mrs. Glenniorris; no person 
knew any. tiling about such people; 
‘ strange!” exclaimed I to the box- 
keeper, as I turned away dissatisfied. 

VOL. in. B 
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‘‘Not all strang< 3 ^ir,” cried tlje 
ail important grin and a siirug 
of fii$ sliQulders, “ we seldom trouble 
our heads ixS m, it such folk^ as tliey — 
they may live in a garret, or slee|) *iii a 
cockloft, if they ch use, its all one to us, 
so long as they are on the stage when 
they’re wanted to do lln ir business ; our 
manager makes it a practice never to 
demean himself about any of their con- 
cerns when they are once out of the 
theatre.” 

“Your manager, then, 1 conclude,” 
cried I, exasperated at the fellow’s inso- 
lence, “ keeps strictly up to the old pro- 
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•ver|», ‘ that charity begins at home,’ jantl 
Ais universal creed appears to be anopt- 
. ed by every surly .fellow wluv-etands at 
his doors.” 

I turned upon my heel; the box- 
keeper growled; but accident soon fa- 
voured my impatient inquiries after Mr. 
and Mrs. Glenmorris by the following 
circumstance, and bj presenting the 
very objects thepiselves to my observa- 
tion ; the latter of whom leaning on the 
arm of her husband, attracted all eyes 
towards her as she passed, truly exem- 
plifying by her appearance, that ‘love- 
liness needs not the foreign aid of orna 
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meat, but is, when imudorned, addj-nod 
the\most.’ So plainly dressed was Mrs. 
vjrieiiaitr.;"s, mat tin' belles of London 
would have pa^ssed by ^lier, scarce deign- 
ing by a single i^nce to notice her in 
any way but by shewing their contempt, 
had not the loud whispers of the men 
awakened their surprize, and excited 
their.spleen and envy, to find that the 
shabby-dressed creature was the object 
of universal admiration ; and were she 
to pace Bond street as much as many of 
our female loungers do, would attract 
loyalty itself to gaze at her charms ; a 
straw hat of the coarsest texture which 
had not the decoration of a simple ribband 
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set it off, shaded the delicate cc/m- 
plexion of Mrs. Gleumorris, but <^^uld 
not confine the ej(*sl^rance ^ijC^ier fine 
hair, wliich was if aligl)t?fuburii colour, 
nor could the modest folds of a plain 
stuff gown, nor white muslin scarf, hide 
from the prying eye of observation, the 
regular and beautiful symmetry of an 
exquisitely lovely form. Glenmbrris 
hinaself appeared to be about thilty ; he 
had a. pleasing countenance, and was 
well made, but he was evidently under 
a depression of spirits, and as his eyes 
wandered in pensive contemplation over 
the features of his beautiful wife, the un- 
Gonscious tear, which seemed ready ft) 
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stall, was as often repeHed by the delA 
cateVapprehensioii of wounding those 
feelings ho prized dearly than his 

own. Poor \>lenmori’is, thought I, 
poverty struck, even to the lowest ebb 
of fortune’s spite, how truly art thou to 
be commiserated; for thei’e is not a 
• being in this world’s earthly space, tiow- 
cver despicable, that would not gladly 
spit his venom at thee. 

Hardly had I finished this apostrophe, 
when I beheld them slowly directing 
their course towards a beautiful plant- 
ation of cocoa-nut trees; which I knew 
belonged to the fine estate of my friend 
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l|^ortlock, and I rejoiced that I should' 
now hare an opportunity of adtlrcsl^jng 
them in a manner most agi’eeah’e to their 
feelings, and fre!j from the impertinence 
3f vulgar curiosity. Instinctiveliy I pur- 
sued the path they had tak^n, till I be- 
held them quietly seated beneath the 

umbrageous boughs of the cocpa-nut 

♦ 

shade; I then began to make my ap- 
proach ■ slowly towards them, but at so 
cautious a distance, that I would not 
rudely interrupt a conversation they had 
mtered into, part of which I distinctly 
heard as follows from the lips of Mrs. 
Glenmorris as she affectionately ad- 
Iressed her disponding husband — every 
B 4 
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syJ^ble of which harrowed up the feeK 
ingsVQf iny inmost soul. 

“Now there, Glenmdrris, cried the 
lovely creature, pointing her finger to a 
negro, who appeared faint and exhausted 
under the weight of a heavy burthen he 
was carrying through the plantations. 
“ Look there, my love,” cried she, “ be- 
hold that poor negro sinking with fati- 
gue; the hand that made him black, has 

made me white, it is true, but we are no 
less the children of the same father, and 
I cannot consider my destiny more hard 
than his — is it not hard to be born a 
slave, Glenmorris ? Oh, thank heaven 
you are not a slave.” 
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“ Dearest Matilda, I tvill uot argae 
the point with you,” said Glenmerris, 
with a pensive sigh, at the same moment 
that he threw a look of unutterable fond- 
ness towards the beautiful enthusiast, 
“but we are all slaves, whether black or 
white* in some shape or other to the 
follies of mankind, and the greatest^ of 
all slaves are they who suffer themselves 
to be governed by the impulse of tyrannic 
passion; 1 consider myself as much a 
slave as that ])oor black, when the wo- 
man, where we lodge just now so inso- 
lently demanded our rent, which I could 
not discharge, though willing to do so, 
but from the extreme poverty of our cir- 
cumstances.” B 5 
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“ Think not of her, Glenmorris, Oh: 
think of me, and let hope chase away the 
bitter pang of despondency *, for my sake 
be chearful,” replied Mrs. Glenmorris, 
jis she wiped off the fast-falling tear that 
unconsciously stole down the pallid 
cheek of her husband. 

“ Oh, God knows I do think of you, 
insomuch that it almost sets my brain on 
fire;^ — yes, I do think that this day my 
Matilda has wanted a dinner.” 

“ Well, Glenmorris, it is not the first 
time,” answered the patient pleader, 
“ and inrlcf^d I do not mind it: let not 
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that grieve you; I have wanted many^a 
meal when my poor mother was alive, 
and might have drank. my own tears, 
had not your kindness so amply sup- 
plied us ; do you remember. Glenmorris 
when I had eaten nothing all day long, 
how rosy I used to look at night after a 
draught of strong ale and a good supper, 
and then my poor mother ?” 

Here Mrs. Glenmorris faultered and 
stopped, a sudden recollection seeming 
to dart across her mind that was pain- 
fully agonizing, she remained a few mo- 
ineuts in silent contemplation, but quick- 
ly recovering her composure, proceeded 
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ill a voice soft and melodious, to reani- 
mate the languid spirits of her husband. 

“ We shall have money to-morrow,’ 
cried she in as gay a tone as possible, 
“ the manager will pay us our salary so 
morrow; our rent will be dischargiai, 
and we shall have a good dinner.” 

“ You shall, my dearest, exdaimo(i 
Glenmorris, as he gazed on his lovely 
comforter with a fondness which nearly 
amounted to adoration. She shall, 
thought 1, if the island of Jamaica can 
produce one, and you, my worthy fellow 
shall partake of it. I was tiow measur 
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rng my steps fast towards them, wb^n 
Glenmorris made the following request 
to his wife, which on her part was almost 
as instantly cdVnplied with, and trans- 
fixed, i returned to the sp6t where 1 had 
at first concealed myself an attentive 
listener to a tale told with such beauti* 
;el snnplicity, that bad Correffio been 
in my sitiiation, he would have! seized 
tli(i opportunity of exercising his skilful 
art in presenting to tiie world the intjer- 
esting features of Mrs. Glenmorris, |is 
an exact model for one of his most ceie=^ 
brated Medonas. 


End of Chapter First, 
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CHAP. II. 


“ If promises before marriage are to be 

held sacred,” said Gleninorris addressing 

< 

his vwife, “ pray Matilda, arc they not 
in^bitely more so when that event has 
tajfcen place?” 

“Assuredly, but why that question 
’frlenmorris?” answered she, the bloom of 
the rose, heightening a complexion where 
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the lilly had already spread its snowy 
hoes. “What promise has Matilda 
neglected to perform? nay you must tell 
me Glenmorris, or for once in my life I 
shall grow angry, pout, and give myself 
airs.” 


“On that condition, I will instantly 
inform you,” replied he, “ it is now almost 
a twelvemonth since my Matilda pro- 
mised to give me that part of her mother’s 
« 

history and her own of which I have 

hitherto remained ignorant, and strange as 

it may seem, I am yet eager to learn the 
* 

cause of that dreadful malady which at 
intervals occasioned her senses to wande^r 
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ana which has so repeatedly warned us 
that her dissolution was near; do you not 
remember my Matilda, the night when 
the son of the poor woodman was killed 
in the forest, by an unlucky fall of the 
axe ? Oh, what a night was that. 

The first objects that presented them- 
selves by the side of his mangled body 
were his aged father and mother speech- 
less with horror; and with grief they 
heheld the last remains of a dutiful son, 
their sole surviving child cut otf in the 
full prime of health and beauty; but 
they were pensively silent, they murmur- 
ed not, it was the will of heaven that 
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^sucli should be his fate, but why it was 
so, they dared not enquire of him who 
gave us breath, and who has the same 
power to take it away 

“ Not so calm was your poor mother, 
the sight of the mangled youth threw her 
in convulsive agonies; she uttered the 
most piercing cries, shrieked out the 
name of Rueben, and fainted in our 
arms,” 

“ Well might she do so,” cried Mrs. 
Glenmorris, with a deep sigh, “ for, Ob, 
Glenmorris,. such was the fate of my 
- father, his name was Rueben, and it was 
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ever nearest her heart; but you shall 
hear her sad, sad history, in the conceal- 
ment of which from you, I had no earthly 
motive but the wish to spare your heart 
from those feelings which now so pain- 
fully affect my own; your Matilda, 
Crlenmorris, is the offspi ing of imprudent 
but not dishonorable . 'e : why then 
should I blush to disclose to you the 
sad events which marked the destiny of 
the authors of mv being? but were it 
otherwise, for ever sacred be the indis- 
cretions- of a parent ; in holy silence 
sealed eternally be those lips that would 
open to pierce the bosom from whence 
they sprung. * My mother was the only 
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^daughter and sole-surviving child ol a 
West India trader, who, having gained a 
sufficient competency by his several 
voyages to distant countries wisely re- 
solved to gather up the harvest of bis 
industry, and drop anchor on his native 
tf^hore ; iie ;uJ so, and having married a 
young .. 7 *.'in,to whom he had been for 
many - i . ng a faithful courtship, 
took her with him to reside on a small 
estate be had purchased in the Isle of 
Wight, where, notwithstanding his afflo- 
ence, he still continued to trade with the 
different captains of the ships that came 
into the harbour ; in short, my grand- 
father, who was called Capt. Singleton, 
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was a most extraordinary character, and 
so completely the rough sailor, that he 
was generally styled the Bear by those 
who did not understand the whimsicality 
of his disposition, which, to say truth, 
was far from being a good one, being so 
exceedingly morose that in the violence 
of his passion, he would strike the best 
friend he had in the world, and turn away 
the most faithful domestic in his service, 
if they once incurred his displeasure ; 
such was Jonathan Singleton, while his 
gentle partner, the beautiful Matilda 

Rayner, whom he had married, was his 
very- opposite to the greatest extreme, 

and it was often said in the petty squab- 
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bles he had in the neighbourhood, that 
they run from the Bear to £y to the 
Dove. My Grandfather was but of hu- 

t 

inour, because the first year of his mar- 
riage brought him no child, but this 
fortune was soon repaired, for the fol- 
lowing produced twins, but thej were 
boys ; my grandfather still complained, 
he did not like two of a sort, he observed 
the boys lived till they were nine months 
old, caught the measles and died ; my 
grandfather was again inconsolable, and 
two years elapsing without any prospect 
of a family, he grew so discontented, 
that he declared he would, go to sea 
again. But this resolution was soon 
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pat aside from the increasing appear- 
ance of Mrs. Singleton, who in a short 
time gave birth to the loveliest little 
creature that everwas born ; Glenmorris 
it was my mother, my unfortunate mo- 
ther, for when lier eyes first encountered 
tlie light of this world, her mother closed 
her’s to behold it no more. My grand- 
father, not aware of the danger of Mrs. 
Singleton, could scarcely contain his joy 
when he heard that she had given birth 
to a daughter ; but the next moment, 
when he was obliged to be informed that 
he had no longer a wife, he gave himself 
up to the most violent symptoms of ex- 
cessive grief, he beat his breast, tore his 
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hair, and would not suffer a, soul to go 
near him but the nurse with his infant 
daughter, over whom he shed tears — the 
first genuine proof of sensibility which 
Jonathan Singleton had ever given in 
the course of his life ; a mind formed of 
.such materials as my grandfalber’s did 
not long mourn over the ashes of a do 
parted wife. Though he swore a tre- 
mendous oath that he would never marry 
again, and in which he kept his word, 
bestowing the whole of his affections on 
his little Malty, as he called her, and 
who grew up the semblance of her 
beauteous mother; her influence over 
him was unbounded, and if at any time 
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the . violence of his temper could be 
quelled, a kiss from the cherub lips of 
his daughter would produce the desired 
effect. My mother, at the agt* of 
teen, was the complete mistress of in-y 

grandfather’s house, iji which she s'u? 

m 

permitted to reign a little queen , tus? 
In.. was neglected, and whii- 

no money was spared by iu r lond hitlic! 
to decorate her beautiful person, no., on* 
shilling Avas expended to procure her 
those advantages, without which beauty 
is but a painted butterfly which attracts 
the eye, but wants the power to engage 
the heart; a few fairy tales, old romances 
and sentimental novels, called from ihe 
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jverflo\vii)g shelves of a circulating 
library produced the whole of my 
inotln r's knowledge of literature, tlielat- 
[cr of which books had a fatal tendency 
^ nn reuse the natural softness and vsensi^ 
of lu'i* yuutliful bosom; nor was my 
;r; .IrUiH r nic e m Ids sc^lccticn of the 
inpany that visited at his houses ])ro- 
-led; tii(‘y were rich; poverty Uo had an 
:iu\ersal c*oiitempt for, ami a poor 
ntleman was never w(dcome at t!u' 

. . do* nl’ Jonathan Singh ton from two 
^[wu'etiensions, ecpially formi<laj>!(\ the' 
w>,(‘ that their necTSsitics might induce 
i '-i' in to ask assistance of him, and the 
^^thor that tlu v niiiiht attract t!ie atten- 

a 


VOI.. Ill 


r 
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tion of his daughter, whose softness he 
•well knew led her to compassionate and 
to relieve the distressed. As my grand- 
father’s house was at the sea side, many 
were the calamities wliich my mother 
was a daily witness to, such as vessels 
being wrecked on the coast, and casual- 
ties happening to poor lishermen, whose 
lives wore exposed in the ■winter season 
to the tempestuous weather, at all which 
my grandfather would laugh, and while 
he smoked his pipe, drank a fresh glass 
of grog at the expence of the poor souls 
w'ho had perished, observing to his 
daughter as she sat by his side, “That 
there was fine worjk.for I)avy jQnps, that 
night.” 
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“Whdt do you mean, father?” cried 
my mother in fearful apprehension. 

.“Why I mean, Matty,” answered my 
grandfather that there is as fine a ship 
as ever I saw in my life stranded on the 
rocks.” 

My mother was at this moment play- 
ing with a favourite kitten, it fell from her 
nerveless hands, her complexion became 
paler than ashes, while in a tremulous 
voice she demanded to know of luy 
grandfather if any assistance had been 
rendered to. save the lives of the sufferers 
on board. 

c2 
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“ That's not n»y business, Matty, nor 
yoiir’s,” replied my grandfather, fdling 
his pipe with'fie&h tobacco.” My 
mothci burst into tears. 

“ \ on foulisli little toad, n liat do you 
<17 for?” demanded my grandfather.— 
My mother rose from In r seat, sIh' tlirevv 
her arms round my grandfather's neck, 
she wept, she implored, she entreated, 
she conquered Jonathan Singleton, flinty 
as fock dissolved into the milk of human 
"kindness administered to him frotn the 
soft lips of Ids compassionate child; he 
put on his hat,nmstercd all his men, took 
% keg of brandy, and in spite of the pel- 



MORE SECRETS THAN ONE. 29 

tings of the pittiless stortn, summoiied 
them all down to the sea-side to perform 
the duty of a man and a Christian — the 
exercise of humanity. 


End of Chapter Second. 
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CHAP. III. 


Although every precaution was taken 
to discern the objects that floated on the 
sea shore, yet the darkness of the night 
rendered them scarce visible, and the 
tempestuous howling of the wind made it 
almost impossible to distinguish the 
sound of a human being, till the rough 
voice of Captain Singleton bellowing out 



MORE SECRETS THAN ONE. Sf. 

to his men, commanded them to proceed 
no further till he had examined some* 
thing which rolled beneath his feet, and- 
from which a groan issuing at the .same 
moment, he concluded it to be that of an 
expiring seaman. 

“Avast, there,” cried my grandfather), 
“heave to, my boys, bring the lights; 
and let us see what this poor devil is 
made of.” 

At his command, they raised the 
almost lifeless clay, which they dis- 
covered to be a man in sailor's jacket and 
trowsers, but not a feature in his face was 
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(lisceriiable from the quantify of blood 
and filth witli which lie was covered, and 
he aj){>, eared expiring from the wounds 
he had received on the sharp-pointed 
rocks ; he raised one of his hands, dread- 
fully lascoriittd as they supported him 
as if dcsirious of speaking, which he 
attempted to do with extreme difijcnlty. 

“ J urn a (h“ad man and not worth j'onr 
care,” at length exclaimed he, “ no mat- 
ter, I have done my duty, and shall die 
h'a|)[\v, could I be certain that ihe young 
inuii J held ill my arms, till my strength 
failed me, was yet alive — I saw him in 
the dreadful wave that parted us; — God 
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for ever bless liim, he is the bravest 
young gentleman that ever breathed the 
breath of life — savo him, good fello^vs if 
you can — save the son of 

A groan of anguish followed the un- 
finished sentence of the djing seaman, 
but it was his last. 

“I wish he had told us whose son he 
was, before he sltpt his cable,” said my 
grandfather, as they departed from the 
■ dead body of the seaman to search for 
the object, who had been so much his 
care, and for whose preservation he was 
still. anxious even in the last moments of 
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expiring life “tis so plaugy dark, that 
I cannot find nay tobacco box,” cried 
my grandfather, loitering far behind his 
men to search in his pockets for this 
precious relic of his affections, which he 
no sooner found, tixan he' hastened after 
iiis companions just as they had dis- 
covered the body of a young man, 
stretched on the sands apparently not 
more than twenty years of age. Though 
in* a state of insensibility and much 
bruised, yet he still breathed; and a 
little brandy being poured down his 
throat he began to revive sufficently to 
enable them to remove him from the 
sands, and proceed with him to the 
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light liouse, where being wrapped up iu, 
blankets, he was carried to the house of 
Captain Singleton, put into a warm' bed, 
and every possible means used for his 
recovery, being the only soul saved from 
the dreadful wreck out of live hundred 
persons that were on board her at the 
commencement of the huirtcane; she 
was a fine West Tndiaman, and as it ap- 
peared from some part of her cargo 
which floated to the share, was richly 
laden with English merchandize. When 
Ihe cloathes were stripped pflT the young 
man, on his being put to bed they.imder- 
went a strict investigation from my 
grandfather, and not a corner of his 
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pockets mniiiiied uuexainined, so anx- 
ious was this charitable cdiristian to 
learn t!io name and quality, but chiefly 
the circumstances of tlie unfortunate 
whom he had rescued from a w atery 
grave: at lengtli his unwearied pains 
were anijdy rewarded, and his curiosity 
gratified by the sight of a red morocco 
case fustoned w ith gold clasps, w hich on 
being opened was found to ^contain bunk 
notes to the amount of live hundreii 
pounds and a letter, the seal of wdiich 
Was alremly broke open and the super- 
scription ran thus : — 

“ To Richard Mor flock, Rsq. 

“ Sir, —I, Oliver Homespun, agent of 
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“ the late Sir H. Montague, do, at' the 
“ immediate commission, of the late Sir 
“ Heiiry Montague's executors of his 
“ last will and testament, hereby inform 
“ you, that in consequence, of the late 
“ Sir Henry having died w’ithout male 
“ issue, or any issue whatsoever, that t!ie 
“ wholeofhisproperdesand possessions, 

“ together with all his effects, both 
“ landed and ffersonal, do justly and by ' 
“ right of law devolve to you, Richard 
“ Mortlock, being the existing and pre- 
“ sumptivc heir to all such properties, 
“ possessions and effects, so stated in the 
“ last will and testament of the late Sir 
“ Henry Montague: signed sealed and. 
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“ witness on the 24th. instant the day of 
“ his decease, you therefore, the said 
“ Richard Mortlock, ' are hereby ex- 
“ pressly enjoined, to come and take the 
“ immediate possession of your estate, 
“ to which you have become the rightful 
“ heir. Rose Valley, in the island of 
“ Jamaica, by desire of the executors, I 
“ here enclose the bills for the sum of five 
“ hundred pounds. 

“ 1 am, Sir, 

“ With the most profound respect; 

“ Your most obedient, 

“ Humble servant, 

“ Oliver Homespun" 
Here was a discovery for Jonathan 
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Singleton, and one so little expected, by 
him that he became dumb with astonish* 
mcnt, and more anxious than ever since 
he had gained intelligence so pleasing to 
preserve the life and contribute to the 
recovery of a person of such consequence 
he gave fresh orders for the strictest 
attention, in the apartment of the invalid, 
whose symptoms of returning animation 
were still so perceptably slow, as to 
occasion the most alarming apprehen*; 
sions for his safety, and while the faculty 
were holding a profound consultation on 
the danger of his case in one apartment, ^ 
my grandfather with the letter iu hi»< 
hand, which he grasped with an aifectioo. 
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trul;^ sincere, slipt into the chamber of 
my sleeping mother, when his voice 
completely aroused her from her gentle 
slumber by the following exclamation, 

“Shiver my topsails, Matty, what do 
think?" 

“Think father,” cried _iny mother, who 
was hardly yet awake, “ why I think you 
are altogethtr very uncivil to break in 
thus rudely without giving one a 
moment to recollect one’s self.” 

“Give you a fiddlestick’s end,” cried 
my grandfather, his eyes sparkliag with 
pleasure, and his tongue big with the 
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.secret lie had to unfold, “I’ll give you 
a prize niy girl, a rich West Tndiatiian, 
loaded with ready rhino, a twenty thou- 
sand pounder; there’s a bouncer for you.” 

With this elegant oration my grand- 
father, placing the letter in the hands of 
niy astonished mother, left her to peruse 
the contents, saying that he was going to 
turn in for half an hour, when he should 
be ready for some soft tommy and a dish 
ef catlap as soon as she pleased. 

Accustomed to the singularity of my 
grandfather, iny mother was not sur- 
prized, when after having read Mr. Mort- 
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lock’s letter, that the information it con- 
tained had been so gratifying to the 
feelings of her father, whose predelic- 
tion for the golden ore she knew to be in- 
vincible, but for her own part it was a 
circumstance to which she was perfectly 
indifferent, and whether the young stran- 
ger was rich or poor, had never for a 
moment occupied her thought, she had 
reflected on him only with compassion 
and pity, when she had beheld his almost 
lifeless form stretched before her, and 
this sentiment was neither increased nor 
lessoned by a knowledge of his circum- 
stances. Such is the youthful bosom, 
before worldly principle has crept in to 
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colour the silver stream, where the fomi- 
tain of* the heart flows untainted. Let 
but one drop of self interest fall to sully 
the fair surface, and the beauteous sem- 
blance is corrupted ; it flows indeed but 
not with the pure and -genuine simplicity 
of feeling and of nature. 


End of Chapter Third. 
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CHAP. IV. 


In a few days, the stranger exhibited 
the most favourable symptoms of con- 
valescence, and at the end of a week was 
'^rohounced by the physicians to be com- 
pletely out of danger; the first use he 
made of recovered animation was to pour 
^rth the strongest and most sincere 
effusions of gratitude tb Captain Single- 
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ton, Whom he styled his deliverer, pre- 
cisely informing my grandfather of what 
lie already knew before, that the ship- 
wrecked mariner, whom providence had 
•matched from a watery grave, was the 
undoubted heir to a rich West India 
property, which he had been going to 
take possession of, and was on his voyage 
for that purpose wlien the fat’dl catas- 
l ophe prevented the possibility of his 
uteution, and but for the timely assist- 

C 

dice which has been given him, had ter- 
minated his existence. My grandfather 
/as not slovv.to inform Mr. Mortlock ojf 
10 great obligation he was under to his 
aughter, at whose instigation he hatj 
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received the attention which his peril- 
ous situation had stood so much in need 
of. 


“To your daughter, sir?” uttered the 
young stranger with involuntary sur- 
prize, “ I did not know till this moment 
that you had a daughter,” 

My grandfather having now hit upon 
the chord nearest his heart, the only 
tender one wliich could be found in his 
whole composition, exclaimed in tones 
of exultation, 

“ A daughter, yes, by my faith have 
I, and as nice a rigged vessel as ever 
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sailed ou tjie bosom of salt water (pei*- 
ceiving the young stranger to stare 
with some astonishment, my grandfather 
spared no pains to make himself better 
understood, and he resumed his dis- 
course thus : — “ I means by Matty, that 
is to say, Matilda, but I call her Matty 
by way of shortness ; for I hates long 
ways, so you see, sir, I am speaking of 
Matilda Singleton, my daughter, as 
pretty a girl as ever you clapped your 
eyes on, and but for her, young gentle- 
man, you would now be as dead as a 
herring in a fishwoman’s basket; bnt 
mum, not a word before Matty, don’t 
say I told you.” 
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^osa^’ing:, my grandfather walked off, 
leaving; young Mortlock more pleased 
than angry at the whimsicality of his 
character, and with no small symptoms 
of enriosity to behold the object of his 
praise. I have already told you. Glen- 
morris, that my mother was beautiful, 
but you knew not how beautiful, for 
when )ou saw her, Alas! but a shell 
reniaiiK'd of the most perfect form that 
ever came moulded from the hands of 
its creator ; had you seen her when I 
did, when recollection first dawned upon 
my youthfid mind, her complexion 
beaming with healthful beauty, her eyes 
illuminated with the purest affection for 



MORE SECRETS THAN<aJE. 49 
the husband she adored, and her voice 
expressive of the soft peace which 
reigned in her gentle heart ; suffice it to 
say, that the young West Indian heir 
saw, approved, and loved her to ador- 
ation ; noi^ was it likely that he would 
be left to sigh in vain, for niy grandfather, 
who pleaded his cause most powerfully 
with my mother to receive him as an 
affianced husband, which she at length 
consented to do; but she granted his 
suit more in compliance with the wishes 
of the father than regard for the lover ; 
not that Mortlock was unpleasing to 
her, his person was elegant, his under- 
standing refined, his manners prepos- 

VOL. III. D 
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sessni", and Ins heart gentle and kind ; 
my mother .respected, esteemed, ap- 
proved; admired, but alas, she never 
loved, without which precious link, the 
holy state of matrimony should never 
take place; when love gatheis the rosy 
wreath that encircles the brow of the 
willing maid, ten thousand blossomed 
flowers yield their' delicious sweetness; 
but matrimony without love is a garland 
of a sickly hue; it lives indeed, but its 
drooping leayes promise but a short and 
transitory existence. At the expiration 
of three months, during which period 
Mortlock, who thought himself the 
happiest of lovers, finally agreed between 
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my grandfather and himself that a con* 
tract should be drawn i!lp'«inade binding 
on both sides, that on hi's return from 
the West Indies, whither he was going 
to settle his affairs, the hand of Miss 
Singleton should be his reward, and this 
contract was not only joyfully signed by 
my grandfather, but by Matilda herself. 
A kiss of rapture from the lips of Mort* 
lock, and one returned without passion 

ft 

from those of iny mother, closed the 
agreement. 


“ Shiver my topsails ; I am so happy, 
cried my grandfather, “ I could dance 
a hornpipe on the mainmast of a man oi 
war.” D 2 
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He then related to Mortlock in lii« 
usual whinisicsdNianner, though very ill 
timed for so grave a subject, the last 
words of the dying seaman who had 
^rished on the coast, concluding that 
•he fell off the perch without letting them 
know whose son he was. And now,’ 
cried my grandfather, ‘ do tell Matty 
and myself who you are? the* son of my 
brave fellow, pray do.’ 

Mortlock smiled, and though inter- 
nally disgusted at the rude vulgarity of 
his intended fathcr-in-Iaw, yet the good 
humoured sweetness, of his beautiful 
daughter charmed and transported him, 
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and by no means facslised to offend 
either* he answeredj^BP'%ith consider- 
able emotion, and placing the strongest 
emphasis oli his words, '‘ I am the son. 
of a gentleman, sir and the next morn- 
ing, he set sail for the island of Jamaica. 


End of Chapter Fourth. 
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CHAP. V. 


“ My mother witnessed the dep^rrul•e 
of the impassioned Mortlock without 
either experiencing or betraying any of 
those tender emotions which must in- 
evitably assail a iicart attached to a be- 
loved object whom they are not certain 
of ever beholding again, not tliat she was 
insensible to the perfections of her lover 
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every way worthy of her regard, but 
truly because the llttliilftind bov had not 
yet aimed one arrow that-had found its 
way to the heart ; .she slept that night 
aad many succeeding ones, but the image 
of ofortlock never once intruded itself ia 
hev or disturbed the tranquillity 

oi her gentle mind, while the impatience 
of my grandfather became every day 
more and more apparent ; nor were its 
consequences the nio,st pleasing, as it 
!i’f leased the natural turbulence of his 
temper to a degree that completely tired 
the patience of all around him, except 
the being who might justly be termed 
the idol of his hearty but even with her 


d4 
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he would sometiraes fall out on her 
shewing the sli^ilitest opposition to his 
wishes, or refusing to comply wi(h the 
absurdity of his coniraa'nds. At length 
the long*eEpccted packet from Jamaica 
arrived to the no small gratification of 
rojy grandfather, as it contained a couple 
of bank bills to considerable amount, 
which the warm-hearted Mortlock had 

transmitted to Captain Singleton, to 
defray the expences during his long visit 
at his house ; for Miss Singleton a sepa- 
rate packet was enclosed with a small 
box composed of curious rose wood, on 
which was incribed ‘a loVer’s legacy,’ and 
consisted of a necklace and ear-rings of 
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the rich(9it pearls, clasps to encircle the. 
waist of the same, bracelets to cor- 
respond, but the chief ornament which 
the box contained was a highly-finished 
jjortraitof tlie young and blooming Mort- 
lock, a striking likeness of the handscroc 
features of the original, the whole of 
which exhibiting healthful beauty, irra- 
ciated with the smile of hope — these 
presents wore accompanied by a letter 
expressive of the strongest, most honoaK* 
able, and delicate assurances of his un- 
alterable attachment to the mistress of 
his soul, informing her that at the expir- 
ation of three or four months he should ^ 
embark for England and' claim the pro- 
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liaise of his beauteous bride, ''de riotous 
raptures of my grandfather could scarce- 
ly be kept within bounds, nor was my 
mother the least averse in bestowing 
commendations on a lover so generous 
and sincere, but it was a kind of joy 
that was perfectly tranquil, and she 
looked forward to the celebration of her 

approaching nuptials without any of 

% 

those sensations which most young ladies 
feel on the like occasion ; no blush dyed 
her 'Cheek with crimson when the name 
of her lover was repeated ; no fluttering 
seized her heart or made it sigh respon- 

r 

sive to the tender flame — no ! the bosom 
of Matilda Siagleton was calm as the 
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surface of the silver lake — quiet, serene 
as spring-tide flowers-r-unsullied, pure 
as the breath of holy angels wafted frqHi 
descending skies. Not long, howeverj 
was my mother permitted to. reniauL.iu 
this happiest state of human |)liss here 
Mrs. Glenmorris, from an involuntary 
emotion faultered, sighed, and paused. 

“ You are fatigued, my Matilda," said 
Glenmorris, “ this melancholy retro- 
spection has both pained and distressed 
you ; can you forgive mo for thus cruelly, 
wounding your feelings ?” 

“ Not so, my dearest Glenraorrisi” 
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answered she with a fascinating smile, 
“ for you have undoubted right to my 
confidence ; and much as you will have 
occasion in the sequel of this history to 
condemn my mother’s conduct, yet it is 
for her that I would now willingly seal 
ihy lips in silence.” 

“ Let those without faults condemn, my 
Matilda,” cried Glenmorris, pressing the 
lovely hand that rested on his shoulder, 
and with increased emotion she resumed 
a narration w’hich now evidently excited 
in her gentle and affectionate mind the 
most poignant and mortifying reflections, 
for Mrs. Glenmorris felt and I delicately 
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felt, that she was the child of that parent, 

the errors of whose conduct she was 

necessarily obliged to expose, and in the 
# 

words of Sterne, she wished that the 
recording angel from heaven’s chancery 
niig.ht drop a tear over the indiscretions 
of a mother, and blot them out for ever. 


End oj Chapter Fifth. 
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CHAP. VI. 


About a quarter of a mile distant from 
my grandfather’s house, stood a humble 
eottage, remarkable for its simplicity 
and neatness, and the peculiar taste 
which was displayed in the cultivation 
of the little garden which surrounded it^ 
front which a choice collection of the 
most delicate flowers breathed their fra- 
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grant perfumes, an ancient oak shaded 
the entrance, around which the ivy crept 
•in variou.s folds, and was also entwined 
with the eglantine, and the sweet briar, 
which, like a twin brother and sister in 
affertion, could scarce be separated from 
the venerable branches which afforded 
them protection. The tendrils of the 
shooting vine, where the purple grape 
was here and there visible, covered the 
lattice of the windows, under one of 
vvliich a blackbird was carefully disposed 
of in a wicker cage, from^whose little 
throat poured forth notes of the most 
enchanting melody. *My mother, whose 
disposition was of the most romantic 
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turn, had often looked at this cottage, 
and the peculiar simplicity which sur- 
rounded it with the most pleasurable 
sensation. The song of the blackbird, 
the beautiful flowers, the venerable oak, 
the grape vine, and lastly, the cottage 
itself, was congenial with the taste and 
feelings, and whenever she beheld it, an 
unusual fascination stole over her senses, 

I 

and she would liste^i to the notes of the 
favourite little songster, till the setting 
sun often reminded her that it was time 
to depart from a spot of which she eyery 
day grew more fond and more curious to 
behold the inhabifants ; she had learned 
indeed, that the owners of it were old 
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and infirm, and that their name w,as 
Fitzowen, whose quiet and harmless 
lives had been passed in humble indus- 
try, and that the old man still pursued 
the occupation of a gardner—iu which 
he was assisted by an only son, and was 
much respected by the neighbourhood 
for the honesty and integrity of his cha- 
TcirtOl* nrifl flno rfclo'xconinooq nf his fHSw 

position. My mother had just learned 
enough to be convinced, that there would 
be no impropriety in her one day .enter- 
ing the cottage and making a present to 
old Fitzowen and his wife for their ho- 
nesty and industry ; besides, she longed 
to pluck a bunch of the grapes that 
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looked SO inviting through the lattice of 

the windows — and more than all, she 

wanted to possess herself of a branch of 

the beautiful eglantine, and to sit for a 

few moments under the shade of the 

oak, whose majestic appearance she so 

much admired; in short, my mother had 

so many important reasons for wishing 
* ’ • 

to enter the cottage of Fitzowen, that she 
determined to delay it no longer than. the 
following morning, which accident more 
particular!) favoured that any circum- 
stance whatever ; the rain pouring down 
in torrents, obliged her to take shelter 
under the spreading branches of tlK> 
oak, but she was nearly wet through 
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before she was perceived by any inha- 
bitant of the cottage ; and it was in this 
condition that she was at last discovered 
by Mrs. Fitzowen, who ho sooner caught 
a glimpse of her appearance, than she 
entreated my mother in the warmest and 
most genuine terms' of hospitality and 
kindness, to enter the liumble abode, 
when she would instantly take every 
precaution she could think of to prevent 
her taking cold.” 

‘ O dear, 1 do not mind a little rain,’’ 
cried my mother, ‘ I shall take no harm, 
if you will suffer me to remain till the 
storm has abated:’ and she followed 
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Mrs. Fitzowen into a snug and coinfort- 
alble apartment which seemed, from its 
utility, to serve for a kitchen as well as 
a parlour, for it had the appearance of 
both. The chearful ember of a bright 
wood fire emitted it$ brilliance as well 
as imparted its warmth through the 
apartment, and in a few moments, my 
mother was made perfectly comfortable 
by the hands of the good old dame, in 
whose countenance there still remained 
traces of extreme beauty, though she 
appeared approaching towards seventy 
years of age, and from habitual consti- 
tution was by no means infirm; such 
are the happy effects of a life passed in 
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temperance, and in the exercises of 
chearful industry. Mrs. Fitvowen no 
sooner learned that my mother’s name 
was Singleton than she lifted up her 
hands with astonishment.” 

‘ Thank the Lord,’ cried she, ‘ that 
1 am so happy as to have so good and 
charitable a young lady beneath my 
humble roof; Ah! Miss, it it to your 
great bounty that so many of our poO'f 
in the village are indebted for the bread 
they put in their months. Ah ! bless 
you, you have the prayers of many a 
poor man’s child, and the thanks of 
many a widow.’ 
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And liad I been poor, shoulil I not 
have wanted too?’ cried ray mother with 
artless warmth, ‘ the gifts of nature ai’c 
not given; they are only lent to us, in 
order that we make a proper use of them 
in dispensing kindness to others, I 
do not wish to be thanked for doing my 
duty, my dear madam, so pray, if you 
please, let me hear no more about it; 
but do i^e the favor to accept of this 
trifle for your civility* and the trouble 
I have given you, and in return, you 
shall gather me’ a bunch of those moss 
roses to take home with me; but pray, 

V • 

Mrs. Fitzowen, who is it that bestows 
such care and culture on your beautiful 
little garden ?’ 
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One who is likh an angel dropt down 
from heaven to me/ replied the dame, 
whiping the tears that gushed from, her 
eyes with a corner of her apron ; ‘ I am 
his mothor, it is true, and- should not 
praise my own, but if you knew what a 
child our Rueben is, you would not 
blame me.’ 

* Blame you ! by no means,’ answered 
ray mother, ‘ for a good child exceeds 
all praise; it is then your son that you 
are speaking of, is it not?” 


* Yes, madam, our only son,’ replied 
Mrs. Fitzowen, ‘and the only child 
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tlifet. has been preserved to us out of 
fourteen ; they dropt in the grave one 
after the other, and my Rueben was the 
youngest, and lie is now just eighteen ; 
and he is the sweetest flower I have ki 
my garden : Ah ! they would all wither 
without my Rueben ; he works late and 
early madam, to procure us a comfort- 
able living in our old age, he is up at 
sunrise to help his father to dig in the 
neighbouring plantations, and does more, 
heaven bless him! than his young hands 
are able ; yet he is chearful, because he 
sees us happy ; and I sit spinning at my 
wheel, while he and his father weed in 
the garden ; I hear his voice, and it is 
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far sweeter to me than that black- 

Wrd's.’ Tlien it must be sweet indeed, 

* / 

thought by mother, wliiie a blush for the 
first time mantled a cheek pure as 
alabaster. The cause of which as it 
had no particular source, she did not 
pretend to define, though it certainly 
was a blush of the deepest dye; and as 
she took the moss roses from the de- 
lighted hands of Mrs. Fitzowen, who 
declared that they had been planted' by 
Reuben, a sortof latent curiosity actually 
floated in my mother's bosom to see this 
youth so idolized by a fond mother, 
whose rustic hands were so laudably 
employed in supporting the infirmities 
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and contributing to the wants, of his aged 

parents. He must be a very good young 
\ 

man, a very good young man indeed, 
thoiiglit my mother, as she carefully 
placed the roses in some vases in her 
apartment, and I dare, say he is very 
handsome! No sooner had this. thought 
crossed my mother’s, imaginatipn, than 
she blushed a thousand times deeper 
tban before; that Reuben might be 
handsome. as well as good, was an idea 
natural enough; but it was an idea. she 
should not have Suggested to herself, 
nor a conclusion which she had no right 
to form : to a mind so perfectly. pure and 
artless as my mother’s then wqs, any 
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thing in the shape of impropriety startled 
and alarmed her, and she/deprived her- 
self of the satisfaction •'for many days 
afterwards of her accustomed walk to 
the White Cottage, and to hear the song 

of her favorite bird, until the follow- 
« 

ing circumstance made it highly neces- 
sary, as well as proper, that she should 
again call at the. cottage, and enter into 
conversation with the mother of Reuben, 


End of Chapter Sixth. 
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cuAP.vn. 


“While my mother was engaged in 
those pursuits that were most pleasing 
to her, my grandfather was no less 
actively employed in busying himself 
with the occupations which he designed 
as preparatory to the celebration of a 
certain event, which he intended should 
take place almost immediately on the 
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return of Mortlock from th0V est Indies, 
holding constantly the ^Id proverb in 
his mind, ‘that a bird 'in the hand is 
worth two in the bush.’ The house, 
therefore, was to undergo a thorough 
repair — the w'alls white-washed — the 
apartments highly finished — and the 
furniture improved and modernized ac- 
coi’ding to the fashion — while the fish- 
ponds, which had lain so long neglected , 
were to be cleared, and the gardens laid 
out to the best advantage: — projected 
plans in consequence filled the head, 
and sometimes confused .the imagination, 
of my grandfather, who by night and by 
dgiy was never happy but when smoak- 
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ing'his pipe,\^antl drinking liis grog to 
the success of^is new schemes, which 
were to be protftictive of so much hap- 
piness to the darling of his heart, whose 
opinion he sometimes condescended to 
ask, aiid on whose judgment he fre- 
m»entl\ relied: one morning therefore, 
during breakfast, my grandfather with 
the subject always uearest liis heart, 
began with observing that they must 
have a good riddance of the toads and 
frogs before any thing could be done 
with the flower garden, which was 
already overgrown with weeds and rub- 
bish. 
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‘Tis indeed in a sad condition,’ cried 
iny mother, resting her arm^thonghtfully 
on the table. 

‘ I wish Matthew Mast would look 
out for a smartish gardener that could 
see into the business, and put things a ' 
little into repair,’ said my grandfather. 
At which my mother was so rude as, to 
laugh most heartily; the idea of Matthew 
Ma.st being applied to on the' present 
occasion was indeed enough to effect 
risibility in the gravest ; for Matthew 
Mast was a disabled seaman nearly 
eighty years of age, who having spebfc 
his best days in the service of his cot®!- 
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tr^', was at\ last allowed to limp about 
the village ‘quietly en ouc leg, with a 
pittance which just kept him from starv- 
ing : my grandfather however had taken 
a great liking to him, because he never 
contradicted him : moreover, he was 
very ingenious in many points, such as 
making a glass of m(»st excellent grog, 
filling a pipe with peci.liai tiexierhy 
was no leS^ curious in relating humour 
ous stories, and above all, was reni.u'k- 
ably clever in conslrncling a sea pye ; all 
whieh qualifications actually advanced 
Matthew Mast to the high post of honor 
of being groom of the chandlers in the 
house of Captain Singleton, over whom 
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Fie possessed unbounded influence; 
and like Cerberus, he stoo(i at the gate 
to frighten the smile , of hospitality 
from its entrance, and growled at each 
stranger that civilly asked admittance 
witli an invidious and horrible grin; 
faithful to his post, he would not allow 
'.on so’ much as a dog to enter the 
..•nrtnl, or st(;al a bone from the refuse of 
diingliill without demanding to know 
ha! I)asiness it had there? much less 
i beggar to ask alms! Matthew Mast 
' hook his head :uid brandished his whip, 
aad the trembling supplicant vanished 
to seek for shelter in a humbler shed. 
Matthew Mast, who had never been a 
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favourite of my mother’s, was rendered 
still less so^when she discovered the 
natural moroseuess of his disposition ; 
but as he took care never to exercise 
any act of severity in her presence, in 
which he always felt his insignificance, 
she had scarcely any commanicatioii 
with him farther than that he always 
obeyed her commands with the strictest 
punctuality.” 

‘ What the d — I are you laughing at 
Matty ?’ ‘ exclaimed my grandfather, ‘ I 
think Matthew Mast a very able fellow, 
though he has lost one of his legs, to 

r 

look after my business 
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* He shall have toothing to do tvith 
the garden,' cried my mother, pettishly, 
he has quite enough to do to fr^hten 
away every body that comes to the gate, 
he is a scarecrow I am told to all the 
poor people in the parish.’ 

‘ I like him the better for it,’ retmrted 
my grandfather ; I don’t chase to squan- 
der away my substance upon a parcel 
of vagabonds, idle gipseys, strolling 
players and Vvandering beggars ; rfiivcr 
my topsails it wont do.’ 

‘I like gipseys— am very fond tif t!ife 
pTayei^s^and have no dislike to all llte' 

E 6 
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beggars,*' said ray raotbei’ with one of 

r 

those sportive and fascinating sniilei^ 
which instantly subdued the heart of ray 
grandfather, and the ■ following arrange- 
ments took place between them ; that 
Matthew Mast was to be.confined to his 
post as Cerberus at the gate; but have 
nothing to do w'itb the garden, the whole 
and. sole niangeraent of which was to be. 
left to ray mother; who putting on a 
little straw hat, and taking a basket 
under her arm; in which she craraqied 
as many delicacies as she conveniently 
could, tripped otf with spirits light as 
t|t^ hpyantjair she floated in, and with a 
step; like goss^er, to tlie cottage of 



MORE SECRETS 'RIAN ONE. 85 

Mrs. Fitzo wen, where in a few uihml^s 
slie found herself quietly seated by her 

. t 

side, and chatting very comfortably, in- 
terrupted only by the sweet notes of the 
blackbird, till the entrance of another 
in ruder to the apartment, my mother 
blushed deeper than the fresh-gathered 
rose that hung on her bosom vvhen Mrs. 
Fitzowen exclaimed, ‘ its only Reuben,’ 
and he instantly presented himself before 
them. 


End of Chapter Seven, 
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efegant: anti in the habit in which he was 
dressed of humble rusticity, the brown 
fustain jacket and tlie green silk hand- 
kercheif that was lied loosely round his 
neck, gave to his ap})carance the look of 
an Aycadiau shepherd, utleast luy inoti..'r 
thought so, and it was with no small 
confusion thatshe hastily ''ominunicatod 
the natuio of her business to Mrs. Fitz- 
owen which had Ihil morning brought 
her to the cottage, at which the delighted 
mother instantly failed her husband, and 
my mother perceived in the silver headed 
old man the strongest resemblance to the 
beautiful youth that stood before her. — 
Immediately terms were agreed nnoi;. 
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aud the old man proposed, that hiinsik 
and lioubou, should begin their occu- 
pations the following morning, and be at 
tlie house of Captain Singleton by six, 
uiy niotlier then rose to depart with the 
bles sings of the old couple showered on 
her head, and 1 believe the blessing 
also, of the young one, but he kept 
In.': b'ossiug to hin: 'elf, unless it was 
breathed on she opening dowers, a nose- 
gay of which he presented her with at 
thereipieHt of his mother when she left 
the gate. Can you not guess the sequel 
of this story, luy dear Gleninorris ?” said 

the beautiful narrator as she paused for a 
moment to gaze on the surprised features 



90 THE SON AND THE NEPHEW ; OR, , 
o^ her husband, “Ah! with that pain,” 
continued she, “do I relate, that from 
this very raoruingmy unfortunate mother 
nourished in her youthful bosom the 
most uncontroulable passion for Reuben 
i^iikwven, which owed its source to the 
romantic turn of her disposition and the 
neglect of a careful education, not yet 
arrived to the age of seventeen ; in the 
full bloom of youth and beauty, and 
natui'ally possessed of those warm and 
susceptable feelings, which, however 
fascinating or even amiable, require the 
strongest check to be directed to a 
proper source from the only example oi" 
which she was bereft — the example of a 
maternal monitor. 
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“ My luQther saw and conferred every’ 
ilay with the most beautiful object in 
i reation, whose cheeks were dyed with 
bluslres whenever she approached him, 
and in whose eyes it was impossible for 
lier not to discover the adtnirationyHf^ 
excited but whose humble birth rather 
stimulated the romantic passion she bad 

conceived, than in the smallest degree 

# 

lessened him in her eyes, and my mother 
now wished for what she had never yet 
experienced the pangs of dear delightful 
poverty in a cottage with the man she 
adored. Things were now in a pro- 
mising way at the house of niy grand- 
father, who delighted with the improve- 
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ihents made in the grounds xind plant- 
ations by old Fitzowen and bis son, 
lavished on their exertions the most 
extravagent praise, and though be had 
often remarked to strangers the extreme 
of Reuben Fitzowen’s person,, 
yet he was cautiously silent in the pre- 
sence of bis daughter, and never hearing 
a sentence drop from her lips that eould 
convey the smallest idea that she had 
ever noticed his attraction, luy grand- 
father* set his heart at ease about so 
handsome a young fellow e«ming so fre- 
qiiently to the house, and rather encou- 
raged than shewed any dislike when he 
perceived my mother in conversation 
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Avitli him, which she used to do morh’ 
than usually long, sometimes in the sum- 
mer house, whm'e Reuben was generally 
employed in arranging exotics, yet day 
after day increased the passion of my 
mother while each hour perceptatly 
paled the fresh rose on the cheek of 
Reuben; he pined in secret anguish for 
atreasureheneverconld possess and even 
thought it sacrilege to think of, for it was 
publickly known that Miss Singleton 
was soon to be the wealthy bride of a 
rich West Indian, and were it otherwise 
what could poor Reuben hope for, no- 
thing — ^he hallowed the shrine which 
he dared not pay his vows to — and 
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^^rudeutly resolved as soon as the work 
ill the grounds of the captain were fully 
completed, that he would banish himself 
for ever from the sight of an object so 
dangerous to his repose, and for whom 
he^elt a sentiment as new as it was 
fatally pleasing. The integrity of poor 
Reuben as well as his resolution was 
unshaken, but he could not hide the 
secret of his heart from his anxious mo- 
ther, who saw her beautiful and affec- 
tionate child drop like a faded flower; 
and one morning with tears in her eyes, 
entreated to know the cause of his un- 
happiness? Shesproad his daily break* 
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fast before him of milk and fruit, to 
wliicli she added a cake of her own 
baking; but Reuben though he smiled, 
tasted not, and the agonized mother 
burst into tears. 


* Ah, . Reuben what ails thee, my dear 
child,’ cried the old dame. ‘You never 

served me so before, something has be- 
witched thee that is certain since — ah! 
tell thy old fond mother what it is.' 

•Nay mother ’tis you are bewitched to 
think so,’ Reuben replied with a forced 
smile, ‘ do I not rise as early, and work 
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asiate as ever, and don’t I strive to make 
you and poor father happy, as much as 
ever,’ 


‘ But you don’t make yourself happy, 
sobbed out the old danie,and it will break 
my heart to see you miserable. Ah, 
well you wont. work so liard by and by 
to be sure, you have had a great deal to do 
at the captain’s lately, that’s for certain, 
and it has been almost too much for my 
dear boy ; but there will be agreat change 
soon.’ Here Mrs.Fitzowen wiped her 
eyes, and in a gayer tone resumed her 
discourse to the silent Reuben, yes I 
warrant me,’ cried she, ‘ we shall have fine 
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doings when our dear young lady is 
married to the fine rich gentleman that’s 
coming over the seas, your business will 
be finished then Reuben.’ 

“Scarce had Mrs, Fiztow'en ended this 
last sentence, than she perceived a sud- 
den emotion in the countenance of 
Reuben, whose complexion became of 
an ashcy paleness, while in trembling 
ao( onts he faultered out, ‘ yes, mother, 
my business will be finished then, sure 
enough.’ 

“ Mrs. Fitzowen shocked at her son’s 
appearance, and thinking that she had 

VOI,. III. E 
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notniaile herself siifficientlT understood, 
by way of making tilings better, instantly 
repeated, ‘ I mean my dear child, when 
Miss Singleton is married, that yon will 
have nothing more to do with the 
gardens,’ 

“Tleuben stared wildly in his mother’s 
face, hegrasjied her trembling hands; at 
length exclaimed, ‘ when Miss Singleton 
is marrietl, I shall have nothing more to 
do w ith this world,’ and sunk down mo - 
tionless at her feet. 


End of Chafttr Eight. 
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CHAP. IX. 


Poor lleuhri) rooovcred snflicientl} , 
lU a few moments, to acquaint his di.s- 
iii s.sed niolher with the nature of hi.s 
t'eelings, w liicli so shocked the old dame, 
that it W'as many minutes l)efore she 
« ould r(!COver from the .surprise and 
grief into which this discovery had 
thrown her. A.s she foresaw nothing 
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but clanger, and even ruin in the conse- 
quence to her beloved child ; yet wish- 
ing to spare a further trial of his sensi- 
bility, she endeavoured to soften matters 
as much as possible, and more than her 
prudence ought to have suggested ; as 
to say, there was no knowing what might 
happen, and that many a stranger thing 
came to pass than her darling boy to 
marry a fine lady. 

Beside,’ continued the old dame, 
perceiving the countenance of Reuben 
to look brighter, ‘ I really do begin to 
think that Miss loves you.’ 
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‘ liOvcs me, mother !’ exclaimed Reil- 
hen. • Oh, if I tlmuj^ht Matilda loved 
im; ! Yet how is it jmssihle? Slie never 
told me so! Still her looks — so kind, 
so gentle — then her voice is as sweet as 
my Mackhird’s.’ O plague takctheblack- 
bird, thought the old dame, it was all 
along of him that she ever came under 
the window of our humble cottage ; but 
this thought did not escape from her 
o.vu breast; and she turned again to 
lieu ben to comfort him. 

‘ Ah! it was not for nothing,’ <;onti- 
nued she, ‘ that I .saw Miss kiss the 
roses you gathered, and put them in her 
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l/Ofsoni ; and it \vas not for nothing that 
she brought so many tine things in hor 
uioo little basket that s!ic carries on her 
pretty arm; and when she comes in, she 
always looks as if she was going to say, 
‘ Where’s Reuben ?’ 

“Mrs. Fitzowen’having said thus much 
to comfort tlie spirits of her dejected 
son, stopped to take a little breatli- 
wheu the entrance of ohl Fitzowen put 
an end to the discourse ; for she was too 
•well acquainted with the disposition of 
her husljaud as to leave a doubt c,n her 
mind, that he woidd not totally dis- 
courage the hopes of the aspiring Reu- 
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iiei), the luonioiit he slioiild cliscov.er 
at wlrat his roiuanlic folly aimed — in 
fix ini; his affection on ohjects so far be- 
yond his reach. This induced the wary 
dain(‘ to be sihait; at tlie same time that 
she lon|[;'i’d to tell the aged partner of 
her heart the whole of her grievances, 

and to consult with him on th(i best 
mode of less(‘ning the danger that threat- 

(med tlieir fondly l)eloved ehihl. 

Had Mrs. Fitzowen done this, slie 
liad acted wisely. Ibit trotiKtii-Hkv, s1h‘ 
could not muster up resolution to dis- 
<dosc the sccreis of her poor Renlien, 
the consequence of which was, an hi- 
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crease of the passion which daily con- 
sumed him, while the situation of my 
mother M^as as truly pitiable ; the more 
so, as the time was fast a])j>roaching 
when the return of Mortlock might 
naturally be expected ; a climax she 
looked for\r".'‘' ''itU fear mu! unnre^ 
hension, which became cVcry hour more 
and more insupportable. The neglect- 
ed portrait of the now almost forgotten 
Mortlock lay in a corner of her drawers 
disregarded, or viewed only with a me- 
lancholy sensation of indifference, and 
a deep regret that she had ever beheld 
him ; meanwhile, the fresh and bloom- 
ing countenance of the youthful Ren- 



MORE SECRETS THAN ONE. 


105 


ben was ever present to lier imagination, 
aroiiinl wliicii the fas<;inatiug graces of 
beauty had spread a magnetic charm. 

^’he gardens were now fully com- 
pleted, and the plantation in the most 

ilonrishing condition, the orchards tecm- 
J with fruit of the most delicious (jua- 

lify^, ripened into perfection by the care 
and culture which had be<‘n bestowed 
upon them, and every blooming llower 
looked more l)looming, that owed its 
preservation to the hand of lleub<m. 
At length the long expected, the so 
much dreaded moment, arrived; and 
one evening, while my mother sat work- 
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jng in her favourite summer house with 
Reuben at no great distance from her, 
my grandfatlicr suddenly made his ap- 
pearance with the following exclama- 
tion. 

‘ Shiver my topsails, Matty — he’s 
come — he’s arrived safe and sound, and 
will be here before you can cry Jack 
Robinson.’ 

‘ Lord, father! how you frighten 
one,’ cried my mother; an universal 
tripidation seizing her whole frame, 
‘ Who will be here ?’ 
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‘ Why, your sweetlieart — your hus- 
IkuuI that is to be to he sure,” auswer- 
'•‘1 luy graudfathor, perceiving, for the 
first time, her extreme emotion, ‘Zounds 
aiul the Devil ! J)oes that frighten you ; 
jou are ihe first girl in ('hristendom, 1 
believe, that woidd be frightened at a 
line handsome young fellow with twenty 
thousand pounds in his pocket, and who 
is going to marry you without a (lenny 
in your’.s? come along, I say, and let us 
have a barrel of the b(.*st ale tapped 5 
and tlie fat sow killed before to-morrow 
morning.’ 
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My mother dared not disobey a com- 
mand so peremptory, but she felt all the 
misery of her situation completed ir 
one moment; and as she mechamcaily 
rose to follow the step of my grandta!!iei , 
she directed her eyes to the spot dial 
contained the treasure of her soul; bun 
he was flown. .Reuben eagorly caught 
the intelligence of my grand fathtT! he 
tieard no more: the watering pot dropped 
from his trembling hand, and the next 
moment found him by the side of his 
mother in the white cottage! 


End of Chapter Ninths 
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CHAP. X. 


I’lic utisiif pocting Morilock. loo much 
liatcd witit the prospects of iiis proseiii 
Si .ppiuc.ss, a.u«l possessed of too mncli 
geiicrosity hi his own nature to donht 
th( '^liiccrity, and, least of .all, the 
truth of her he adored, perceived not 
the change which a few months had 
produced in my mother, who, no longer 
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happy herself, could not enjoy the hap- 
piness around her •, and, suddenly shut 
out from the jn'esence, and d( prived of 
the society of Reuben, she became list- 
less, pensive, and melancholy, till the 
following circumstance determined licr 
to throw otl' all disguise, and to make 
a confidant of her generous lover, on 
whom, as she could not bestow' her af- 
fection, she })0sitivcly resolved, in her 
OAvn mind, never to bestow her hand, 
even though my grandfather shoidd an- 
nihilate her existence. However, my 
mother was possessed of a sort of 
wavering resolution, which would not 
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always suffer her to act docifledly ; and 
s!i(! delayed her necessary counnunica- 
tioiis to Mortlock till the inoriiing was 
evcij appointed for their marriage, on 
the (‘ve of which, us they sat at supper, 
iny grandfather suddenly inquired of a 
servant that waited, why it was that 
neither of the Filzowcns ever came near 
tlie house. ‘ J''oolish toads,’ cried he, 

‘ why don’t they come and enjoy them- 
selves while they can; and now I think 
of it, J have never set eyes on Riiebon 
Fitzowen this month past. 


Why, Sir, have you not heard the 
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news ?’ replied the servant, as my mo- 
ther, with her face inclining, over a plate 
of cherries greedily devoured his dis- 
course. 

‘ Reuben has kept his bed these three 
weeks, and last night was given over by 
the doctors.’ 

“My mother who had been kept in 
ignorance of this all that was passing, 
and had never seen Reuben since the 
return of Mortlock, felt panic struck at 
hearing intelligence she so little expect- 
ed, and the pang it gave her was insup- 
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portahlo. Reuben absent and banished 
iVoni berprcsence, bad made her expect- 
once jmignant sensation of grief. But 
Rueben ill; nay, perhaps already 
dying, was more than her wlioJe stock 
of fortitude eouUl support — the frowns 
of an angry father, tlic jealousy of an 
alarmed lover, the complainings of her 
own conscience ; — all, every thing was 
forgot but Re uben ; and she tletermined 
' a seeing him that very night before she 
ndired to rest. To put this into prac- 
hce, it was necessary for her to appear 
iranqnil and composed, a task the more 
difficult, as Mortlock, for the first lime 
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ill his life, began to view her changing 
countenance with evident marks of as- 
tonishment and surprise; but forbearing 
to make any comments, lest he should 
pain her delicacy; and fondly attribut- 
ing the emotions she discovered to a 
cause totally different from what they 
really were, he remained sdently gazing 
on (he beauties of a form and face whicP 
he fondly believed would soon be his 
own. My grandfather OApressid his 
concern at the illness of Reuben wiih 
more kindness than might be expected ; 
and turning round to my mother, desir- 
ed she would send him somethin^ij from 
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Jli<“ lanicr every day wiiile he conthiued 
ill; ‘ For sliivcr my topsails,’ said lie, 
' if ever I saw a more indiislrioos lad in 
all my horn days, Jf he had been idle, 
1 ’Aduld not care if he had been hauled ; 
but I have seen him work in the ground 
till he has been us faint as a rat; — so, 
Matty, don’t be sparing of the bacon : 
»(’n(l him a good lump.’ 

Bacon, father, for a sick person,’ 
replied my mother, endeavouring to force 
a smile. ‘ Well, 1 don’t mind, for once, 
if you stretch the neck of one of the old 
hens,’ answered my grandfather, laying 
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down his pipe ; and the hour being yet 
early, he challenged his son in law, as 
he already called him, to play a game at 
chess, which, mi Mortlock’s side, was 
immediately accepted, and then it was 
that my mother contrived to steal out of 
the room. Hardly knowing what she 
did, she desired the cook to bring her a 
couple of cold chickens and some slices 
of ham ; and taking with her a bottle of 
the best wine, she flew, as it might well 
be termed, on the wings of love to the 
cottage of her beloved Reuben. But 
when she arrived at the gate, her trem- 
bling fingers refused their oflice, a cold 
perspiration covered her face, and it was 
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in vain that slie tried to raise the latch 
of the door, fearful of encountering the 
dreadful piiantom which her imagination 
had formed of Reuben’s being already 
dfad. She listened for the notes of the 
blackbird, but all was silent; neither 
Mas the wicker cage seen through the 
lattice of the window : even the very 
flowers drooped, or seemed to droop 
in the absence of him whose hand had 
raised them from their lowly bed. 

“ The windows ^of the cottage were 
closed, and no light was perceptible, 
except the feeble rays of a glimmering 
lamp, which appeared from the chamber 
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al)Ove, and which, in a few moincnls, 
being hastily removed, left niy mother in 
total darkness. Already was her hand 
again placed on the latch of the door, 
when an owl, who had taken np her 
night’s lodging in tlie branches of the 
old oak, flapped her wings, and ottered 
a piercing shriek ! Accustomed as my 
mother had Iieen to the noise of these 
frightful birds, she fancied the omen 
now to be prophetic, and would have 
dropped senseless to the ground, had 
not her ear caught the imperfect sound 
of a voice, which now' and then being in- 
terrupted by sobs, declared it to be that 
of the heart-broken mother, as she 
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seemed to be bending in agony over the 
form of licr beloved and expiring child. 

‘ Mary, let iis pray,’ exclaimed a 
voiec ill the most alfecting tone, ‘ for, 
see die spirit of our blessed child is de- 
parting. Mary, neep not my beloved 
wife. Kejoice, lift n]> yonr hand.s to 
the Most Merciful ! for Reuben, our 
son, will die in the Lor i !’ 

“ My frantic mother heard no more. 
She screamed most violently, and beat 
her hands against the door, which 
now yielded to her touch. She rushed 
with the rapidity of lightning ujx the 
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stair-case, the door of the chamber was 
already open, and Mrs. Fitzowen had no 
sooner uttered the involuntary exclama- 
tion of ‘ Gracious Providence! Miss 
Singleton !” — than my mother flew in, 
and wildly exclaimed, ‘ I come to save 
your Rueben,’ and sunk at his bedside, 
when the brieht sun-beam, which no 
mortal power can resist, suddenly 
emerges from a dark cloud darting its 
refulgent rays on all around, so suddenly 
appeared a change in the languid conn, 
tenance of the dying Reuben, who in- 
stantaneously catching the well-known 
sound of my mother’s voice, grasped the 
snowy hand which she had placed on 
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liis with almost .supernatural firmness, and 
in tones of extacy exclaimed, ‘ Matilda.’ 

‘ Matilda lives for Reuben,’ said my 
mother; and instantly dropping on her 
knees, she declared, in the presence of 
her Creator, that her nuptials, which 
were about to be solemnized on the fol- 
lowing morning, should never tsxke 
place ; and that she would never be the 
wife of any but her dear Reuben. 

For mercy’s sake, Miss Singleton, 
recollect what you are saying,’ cried 
the father of Reuben, while all power 
of speech was denied to his astonished 
mother, ‘ talk not thus madly, my dear 
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young liidy: — it cannot be: — my Reu- 
ben never can be the busl)iuul of one so 
much al.'ovo him- let him not listen to 
you, Miidain, 1 Iksc'ccIi you!’ 

Fear notbiug,' cri«!tl my mother, as 
?:Vie jioured out a glass of wine, and ad- 
ministered it, with her own hand to Reu- 
ben. 

But he had j’eceivcd a cordial far more 
precious than the juice of the grape, 
or any other cordial could bestow ; and 
assisted by his mother, he very soon 
found sufficient strength to rise from his 
bed, and put on his clothes, when be- 
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tween the two really-attached lovers an 
explanation followed that wanted but 
few words. 

*'■ Reuben was satisfied that Matilda 
loved him; and my mother felt con- 
vinced that Reuben was her own ; mean- 
while, the distress of the old couple 
knew no bounds ; the danger that threat- 
ened this fatal and ruinous attach- 
ment, they foresaw might yet be the 
5., rave of Reuben as well as their own ; 
and more than all, they were puzzled to 
think, as things had gone to such a crisis, 
how it was possible Miss Singleton 
could avoid being married the next 
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morning to Mr. Mortlock ; but iny mo- 
ther bade them again to fear nothing; 
and comforting lleid)cn 1)efore she de- 
parted with the assurance of her un- 
alterable regard, with also the sacred 
repetition of what she had sworn, she 
presented herself again at the house of 
my grandfather, and perceiving, by the 
tranquillity that reigned within, her ab- 
sence had not been detected, and that 
her father and Mortlock were in the 
heat of their last game, she outlived 
to steal softly into her own apartment, 
where, undressing and throwing herself 
on the bed, she rung the bell in the most 
violent manner ; and when an attendant 
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came, declared that she was taken so 
suddenly ill as to require the most im* 
mediate assistance. The alarm was iii- 
staiitlv given. My grandfather was thim- 
der.strnck. Mortlock distracted, and a 
|>hysuaau immediately sent for. On his 
urrivul, my mother dcsirtMl to be left 
tiivu3 wiui iiiii}, whicl) t'oquest, as it 
seemed but natural, was instantly com- 
jdied with ; and my mother, w ithout 
further ceremony, addressed him in the 
following words: — 

'Sir, I labour under no compiaint; 
and with respect to my health, am as 
well this moment as ever I was in my 
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life — you will tlicrefore perceive how 
iiiiuecessai'3’ jour at(.eri<lance here, au<l 
how ridiculous will be the use of your 
tiiediciiie.’ 

‘ Madam,’ cried the doctor, w ho w as 
really a clever aud sensible man (which 
is not always the case with every one in 
the profession), * Madam,’ cried he 
again in the greatest aslouishmeut! 

' My dis order,’ cried my mother, ‘ is 
a disease of the mind, and strange as it 
may seem, though your medicine aud 
advice would totally fail in rendering 
me the least service, yet it is nevertheless 
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ill your power to effect my mo.st perfect 
recovery.’ 

“Had the doctor been either a very 
young; or very handsome man, so sin- 
gular a confession from the lips of a 
beantifnl young woman might have 
awakened the embers of vanity, had they 
lain over so dormant in his composition; 
blit the ca.se was far diti'ernit with Dr. 
Crookshank, who, more tlmii lifty \t.ns 
old, was, beside, the fatluT of a numer- 
ous and respectable famih' ; nmi ;m <‘V- 
planation very soon took pinci belvvoen 
him and my mother respectiiig the pe- 
culiarity of her situation, in which, as a 
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man of honour, he could no further as- 
ussist than merely to say, that he recom- 
mended the delay of a few days in the 
celebration of the expected ceremony, as 
being necessary to expedite the reco- 
very of his patient’s health — a circum- 
stance which, though extremely morti- 
fying to my grandfather, was delicately 
attended to by her lover; and he insisted, 
that his beloved Matilda should not be 
discomposed by any ridiculous impa- 
tience her fulluT might discover at the 
postponement of their wedding. 

“ My gi andfathcr was tlierefore 
obliged to comply, and contented him- 
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self with only now and then muttering, 
that the pig would he got too old for the 
roast, and the tongue too much stnoaked 
for the wedding' dinner. 

•' INfeanwhile, the doctor attended his 
.sliam j)atient with the greatest punctua- 
ii(v and good nature, advising her, that 
if she had any plan to execute, to put 
it into practice as soon as possible, as 
the farce was growing serious with her 
£ither. 

“ Accordingly, one evening, as the 
enraptured Mortlock sat by her side, 
and taking the advantage of the absence 
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of my grandfather, who had rode out to 
a country club, she thus suddenly ad- 
dressed him: 

‘ Mortlock, I believe you love me,’ 
said my mother, and made a full stop. 

‘ As my life, Matilda ^ can you doubt 
itr’ replied he, astonished at the ques 
tion. 

‘ I wish I could,’ cried my mother ; 

■ for tlien I should be more happy.’ 

' Happy, Matilda,’ cried Mortlock, 
‘ at the possibility of my not loving you , 
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Explain yourselT; for 1 confess your 
Holds are, at this moment, a little 
ni^inaiical.' 


TIjie was the critical moment; my 
-<ilh(n’ burst into tears, she threw her- 
srj# ;it the feet of ii he astonished Mort- 
‘f k. siio disclosed her love fur Ruel)eii, 
f* co'itessofl her own nnworthiness, 
:tM own i»ac* atitiidc and implored his 
pit y and forgivcniess, entreat in;.;*, for 
he love of Il(^aven, that he would not 
divulge h('r fata) secret, and expose In i 
0/ MiO cruelty oi her enraged father. 
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For some moments, when my mo- 
ther ceased speaking, amazement sealed 
the lips of the petrified Mortlock. At 
l>.ngth, in a tremelous tone, he broke 
silence thus : — 

‘ No, Matilda ! it is not for me to 
punish your indiscretion, I can call it 
nothing else ; yet be assured, shocked 
as I am| by a confession which almost 
aunihiliatcs my existence, still I could 
hot bear to see you nyonged or used un- 
kindly from your father's reproaches; 
while I stay in your presence, I will cer* 
tainly spare you ; but think you, Matilda, 
I can long remain in a country where the 
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treasure of luy heart is flown. Citk^I 
girl, do you wish me to stay and witness 
the confirmation of that happiness wliich 
never can be nune ? Must I support the 
altar, and become the bleeding sacrifice 
of Matilda's perjured vows? No, Ma* 
tibia, we must separate — instantly se- 
parate: — wide as the ocean’s space — 
eternal as the .sleep of death ! Yet will 
that beauteous form harrow up each 
moment of my existence, and in fancy's 
airy dream, you-»will be mine again. 
Farewell, dear adored Matilda! cter* 
Sally farewell.’ 
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“ MolUook rose wihiiv from liis seiU: 
lie tlir^'W a despairing look towards my 
niotlicr, hurried out of the apartment, 
and she never saw liim more. He in- 
stantly left my grandfather's house with 
no motive to explain why he did so : 
and eyery body felt grieved, confounded, 
and astonished but her for whom se- 
cretly and alone he had quitted the 
house never to return. My mother 
heaved a sigh that she could not reward 
a generosity so une^j^mpled ; but love 
was the tyrant of her heart, and ruled 
with despotic sway over every resolu- 
tion she had formed. She thouglit of 
Reuben, and she was happy. 
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“ It was a late hour whi n niy graml- 
fatiur returned from his nocturnal re- 
vels in not the most peacealile disposi- 
tion that could be imagined ; for he had 
been making large libations to Bacchus, 
<](!avrelling with every person in the 
club room, and had very naurowly 
escaped a sound drubbing. Of the 
flight of iMortlock therefore, no one 
chose to inform him till the following 
morning, when he burst out like a sky 
rocket on all that «anic in his way ; fost 
making all possible speed iioo the 
chamber of my mother, he began thus : 

‘ Zounds and fury ! what’s tlie mean- 
ing of all this: — it’s all along of you 
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you little vapourish toad, it is. Shiver 
my hammock and topsails, do you 
know what vou have lost? You have 
lost the sum of twenty thousand pound*, 
you little Jezabel, you have, and there 
you sit as easy and composed as a three 
decker going uiulcr easy sail. 

“ Perceiving my mother to remain 
perfectly silent, my graudfaiher grew 
the more enraged ; and, with a whisk of 
straw, which he lield in his hand, threw 
it in her face, swearing, with a tremend- 
ous oath, that if she did not that mo- 
ment immediately inform him of the oc- 
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ciifrioa of Mortlock’s fliglit, that he 
would knock lier down. 

‘ Do so, Sir,' cried my mother, now 
suniinoniiig up all the spirit she was 
able, ‘ and when you have bowed tlio 
head of your only child to the earth, 
nnd sent her to an early grave, see how 
a father will look when he is arraigned 
in the Court of Heaven’s Chancery for 
the trial of her murder.’ 

‘ I murder you, yon little hnssev,” 
cried my grandfather, his voice softening 
each moment as he spoke. ‘ You know 
I doat on you. Tell me what is become 
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of Mortlock ; that’s all I want to know ; 
and what is the reason he has gone away 
without so much as saying, “Thank 
you for your pains !’ ” 

* I cannot tell the reason of Mr. Mort* 
lock’s departure,’ cried my mother; but 
while she said this, she felt a painful 
struggle with her feelings. 

* Well, if you cannot, you cannot, I 
suppose,’ said my graiKlfalher, ‘ and 
shiver my topsails if I know a better 
reason in the world, bocanso it is a wo- 
man’s. So, come down Mat iy -Mix me 
a glass of grog; and don’t cry your eyes 
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out for the loss of your lover, though he 
M as a three decker. 

' I slmn’t cry at all,’ cried iny mother, 
with an air of simplicity, but perfectly 
iiulufal; ft)!' the idea of Reuben, bloom- 
ing in health and bounty, again breuth* 
ing vows of love and adoration, was a 
thought too extatic for any shadow or 
sensation of regret to steal into her soul; 
and wliile the self-l)anished Mortloc^k 
was a prey to angnisli almost insup- 
portable on the shores of a foreign land, 
my mother hailed the swtaT moment 
when slie should beconu! the bride of 
the humble Reuben, who, perfectly re- 
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stored to health, worked again in the 
plantations of luy grandfather, receiving, 
for the reward of all his toils, a smile 
and kiss from the glowing lips of his 
Matilda, who, when she accepted of a 
fresh gathered rose from his suit-burnt 
hands, would press it with ardour to 
lier bosom ; and as she implanted a hisa. 
on its dewy leaves, would fondly ex-* 
claim : — ‘ Ah! sweetest Rose, your beau- 
ty is only rivalled, and your fragrance 
can be only equalled, by tlie beautiful 
countenance and tlie sweet breath of 
Reuben Fitzowen,’ 

“ Thus continued my mother to nour- 
ish in her bosom a passion which knew 
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no bounds; aud which, at length in- 
duced her to consent to a private and 
clandestine marriage with tlie idol of 
her heart, a discovery of which, was the 
alteration of her sliape in a few months 
afterwards to the enraged eye of my 
grandfather ; but when he learned who 
was the father of her child, and that she 
was honourably, though privately mar- 
ried, to Reuben Fitzowen, the son of the 
gardener, he was seized with a lit of 
apoplexy, after having made a will, in 
which he disinherited my mother of 
every shilling he possessed, and with 
the malediction of a father’s curse. Just 
threeinonths after she became an inmate 
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of the white cottage, your Matilda, 
Gleniuorris, first saw the light. Bin my 
mother was happy, aud though rendered 
poor by a father’s cruelty, yet she was 
the happiest of the poor ; and Reuben, 
my father, was the paragon of the 
industrious : he worked niglit and day 
to procure comfort for his Matilda ; and 
1 w'as just five years old when a report 
prevailed in tlie village, that my grand- 
lather, Captain Singleton, was at the 
point of death. 

“ Several neighbours called on my 
mother at our cottage to inform her of 
a circumstance at which it was irapos- 
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sibie for her not to feel aflected ; and 
among others the wortliy old Doctor 
Crookshank ; and earnestly did he ex- 
hort my mother to seek an interview 
with her dying father. 

Do not consider yonrself, uiy d(!ar 
Mrs. Fitzowen,’ said this worthy mail, 

‘ for though deaf to your cou)j)laints, yet 
your father cannot be insensible to the 
voice of nature in your innocent child ; 
that lovely girl bears tlio strongest re- 
semblance of your features; the sight 
of her will awaken sensations which 
has lain so long tlor.mint: — it will re- 
mind him of the power you possessed 
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over him in the period of your infancy ; 
lie will see his Matilda in the youthful 
innocent, and stretchout his arms to en- 
fold both the mother and the child. 

“ The rhetoric of the worthy doctor 
prevailed ; and my mother, though far 
advanced in a state of pregnancy, con- 
sented to present herself at the bedside 
of her dying father, and to take me with 
her. 


“ The doctor advised that I should be 
the first object presented to my grand- 
father. Accordingly, one morning, the 
doctor called ,to his appointment, when 
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I was already dressed for the occasion, 
and iny mother throwing- a veil round 
her still beauteous form, concealing, as 
mr.ch as possible, the nature of her si- 
tu-ation, set out to view once again her 
paternal abode, the doors of which had 
been closed against her by the autlior of 
b.er being ! 


‘ See, Captain Sitigleton,’ cried Ma- 
thew Mast, who stood centinel at tlie 
door of his bedchamber, ‘ I am sure 
you cannot do any such thing. You 
had better go about yonr business, Mrs. 
Fitzowen ; for I am pretty certain my 
master will never see you nor your brat 

VOI/. IIT. H 
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either; so march — it’s my orders to 
turn yor, ovf, whenever yon turn in, and 
I’ll defy any man to say that iMathew 
Mast ever iiej;lccted his duty.’ 

* Impudent seomuln 1,' cried tlie doc- 
tor — your ai’e and infirmity is your on.^ 
protection. lustaiHly, coiiducf us to 
Captain Singleton; or, hy tlie mass 
shall bundle you headlong down tl"' 
staircase, wooden legs and all. 

“ Mathew Ma.st no longer shewed an^ 
opposition, and the door of my grand- 
father teas thrown open to receive the un- 
expected guests. 
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My courage fails me,’ cried my 
mother, as she turned towards tlie bed, 
on wliich reclined my dying grandfather, 
iiiun:ede for me. Oh! speak; for I 
UM uicapable/ 

Venri hiUM f x<‘laiined tiu' doctor, 
‘ ’ ijOain '•MiigleloU; lK‘hoId your 
‘I !j;hlcr !' 


tjid vj ( hit pfer Ttnth. 
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CHAP. XI. 


“ There are some breasis impenetrable 
as the flinty rocks, and deaf as tlio rac- 
ing winds, to the supplications of inno- 
cence or the tenderness of compassion, 
even thongii uttered by the voice of na- 
ture, and speaking through the simpli- 
city of childhood. My mother had 
taught my infantine lips to lisp out the 
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iKitiie of grand father at an earlier period 
Ilian at this most affecting mouienl, in 
which the worthy doctor, taking me in 
hi'^ arms, and drawing aside* the hed- 
curtuins, thought jiroper to present nn^ 
to ('a})tain Singleton; and as he opened 
Jiis eyes, and iixed them on me with 
-ome attention, I stretclied out my little 
arms towards liim, involuntarily and 
softly repeating the name of grandfatlna’. 
r»ut no sooner liad 1 uttered tliis than 
the bed shook bemath him with the vio- 
lence of his pas^]on ; and, in a V( iec of 
tliimder, he roared out ‘ fjlra!nh;it!j(‘r I 
you vile reptile of a mnek^^ormf 
Zounds and fury, who bronglit you here 
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to call me grandfather! Grandfather 
indeed ! Shiver my topsails if I'll be 
grandfather to any such vermin. AVlio 
brought yon here, I say ?’ 

Aly little heart was brimful. I burst 
into tears, while my j)oor mother, no 
longer able to contronl her feelings, em- 
phatically exclaimed ‘ Your Matilda, 
Sir 1 — Your long forgotten and neglected 
Matilda, who, now a wife and mother, 
implores of her own father a blessing 
for her child.' To which my enraged 
grandfather rc'pliod, ‘ Be gone, jou vile, 
disgraceful hussey : be gone to your va- 
gabond husband, and dig potatoes in 
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your filthy liole. Go and take my curses, 
which I give most heartily to you and 
your abominable brat.’ 

‘ Tuhumaii father,’ cried my mother, 
snatching- me out of the arms of the pc 
trifled doctor, and folding me fondly to 
her bosom. ‘ Inhuman father — on my 
devoted head let all your curses fall; 
but .spare, oh spare, this innocent, who 
never wronged you.’ 

“ My grandfather now waved his 
hand in sullen silence for my n odu i to 
quit the apartments, and calling loudly 
for Mathew Mast, he was about to 



THE SON AND THE NEPHEW; OR 

exercise his authority, when Dr. Crook- 
sliaiik compassionately drew lier arm 
in his, and led her out. 

Come, Mrs. Fitzowcn,’ said he, ‘ let 
me, for ever, conduct yon from a scene 
wiiich has proved so agonizing to your 
feelings, and which I cannot forgive my- 
self for having exposed you to ; hut my 
intentions w ere good,. I could not fore- 
see the failure of my wishes for your 
welfare, innch less could I have expect- 
ed the brutality I have heen an eye wit- 
ness to. Come, Madam, take comfort, 
and though I can offer you hut little 
consolation in the present instance, yet. 
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be assured, there is retribution in ano- 
ther quarter from which you have no- 
thing to fear. There is mercy in Heaven, 
Madam, though it is denied on earth.’ 

“ My mother listened to the worthy 
doctor ; but her spirits had received 
too severe a shock for the critical deli- 
cacy of her situation. She was put to 
bed in the most imminent danger, and 
'he very same morning that my mother 
gave birth to a son that lived but a few 
hours after her delivery, intelligence was 
brought to our cottage, that my grand- 
father had breathed his last, dying ob- 
durate and unforgiving to the very last 
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moiiionts of liis mortal existence, leav- 
ing his property in the hands of strang- 
ers, and a large sum of money to 
his base counterpart, Mulhew Mas!, 
who soon becoming landlord of one of 
the principal inns in the village, failed 
not to insult the weary traveller who 
wanted money to pay his reckoning, nor 
to turn from his doors the children of 
the unfortunate: but his career was 
short, and he soon ilied, blind and mi- 
serable, because he could not see to 
count his money bags, which became 

the property of the next harpey who 
succeeded him. Meanwhile, my father 
and mother enjoyed a repose which la- 
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boiir rendered more sweet tliaii could 
be imngiiied from tJie poverty of their 
circuinstanres, wliicli, though it had 
long since entered the door, had not 
driven love out of the window. My 
mother was still Ix'anliful, and her faith- 
Jul Henbcn still kind, and having laid 
his father and mother in the peaceful 
dust, lie became the sole })osst\ssor of 
the white cottage and its beautiful 
gardens, where the old oak still flou- 
rished with maj('stic beauty, bidding 
defiance J the hand of time, and still 
encouraging the young ivy to cling to it 
for protection. All but the blackbird 
remained in their former situation^ as 
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when my inolher enamoured of its wild 
notes, would station herself beneath 
the w'indow ; but its artless song was 
heard uo more, for it was dead, and sa- 
cred to its memory, no other bird was 
ever suffered to supply its place. I was, 
at this period, my beloved Glenmorris, 
ten years old, and being the only child, 
contributed more to the happiness of 
my parents than any other circumstance 
whatever. My mother taught me to 
read, to write, and make fine works; 
but it was my father who taught me to 
spin, to brew, and to bake ; and it was 
from him that I learned the pleasures of 
humble industry, all my savings and my 
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work being put by him into a little * 
green purse, and at the end of a twelve- 
month I generally earned .sufficient to 
purchase some new clothes. In short, 
it was scarce possible to love a ffither 
more than 1 did. When I lost him ! ah ! 
Glenmorris, that ever-to-be-remembered 
rdght, how it shocks iny memory ! The 
season was winter. In the gloomy, 
cold, and perishing month of December, 
my father was employed to cut down 
wood in the neighbouring forest, whither 
he was accustomed to go each day while 
it was yet dark, in order that he might 
return home at an earlier hour in the 
evening. Ah! then how cheerful and 
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how ha|»j)y he would seem around the 
blazing lire which my mother had pre- 
pared for him ; and while he fondly 
press; d her lo his honest breast, my 
little hands delighted to spreadr the 

i 

cloth, and get ready our humble, but 
sweet repast, a kiss from my father 
being the reward of my pains. 

“ One night being thus employed — I 
tremble, Glenmorris, while I relate it, 
one dreailful night, when the wind and 
rain struggled for contention against the 
ivindows, of our lowly cottage; and my 
father, at a late hour, was not returned 
from the forest, we experienced a thou- 
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siiixl fears for his safety. The darkness, 
of ll)e ni^lit became every moment more 
forril)le: the wind increa.sed, and the 
rain |)onred in fresh torrents. A pre- 
sentiment of terror .seized the mind of 
my frantic mother! As placing a fresh 
taper in the cliaiuher above?, I heard her 
monrnfnly exclaim ‘Oh! God, protect 
rnyReuieen! (iuide him th?’ongh the 
te rrors of this dreadful night, and bring 
him once more in safety to Matilda!’ 
My full heart throbbed convulsively 
at her words, anel I durst not speak. 
My fears, which almost amounted to a 
conviction that some accident had be- 
fallen my beloved father, ‘ Stay, mother,’ 
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cried I, wrappiisg niy little red cloak 
about me, ‘ flo not venture out, but let 
me go, and seek my father?’ 

‘ What, in the dreadful beatings of 
this pittilcss storm, my cliild,’ cried my 
mother, ‘ you cannot, Matilda, think of 
exposing yourself to such danger, 

‘ I can think of nothing but my father,’ 
exclaimed 1, ‘ and flew from her out- 
stretched arms. ‘ I will return in a 
moment, mother,’ cried 1; and I was 
instantly out of her sight. Breathless I 
ran across the wild heath, which bor- 
dered on the skirts of the forest, and 
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scarce seeming to touch the marshy 
grouml, had just gained the entrance of 
the well-accnstomed path, when a con- 
fased murmuring' of voiires met my ear. 

I looked forward, my heart panted, and 
niy eyes grew dim ; for I heln id a pale 
glimmering of lights, and a sort of slow 
procession moving lotvards me. I re- 
mained transfixed to the spot, where I 
was till the. nearer approach of the 
I'eights gave me a full opportunity of 
discovering what it was, Glenmorris! 
it was the coipse of my father, mangled 
and bleeding limh from limb, crushed by 
the falling of a tree in the forest in the 
dreadful storm. Four neighbours ru,shed 
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to his assistance, but he was gone for 
ever, and they Avcre now bearing his 
mangled body on a platform, in order to 
convey the dreadful intelligence to his 
distracted wife. I stayed not a moment 
to view a spectacle which harrowed up 
my soul, and at vv'oich I rent the air 
with my cries. But before I reached 
the cottage, a humane neighbour bad 
stepped in, and apprised her of the full 
extent of her misfortune. I found her 
lying senseless on the- floor, where she 
continued for many hours without mo- 
tion, recovering only at intervals to 
scream' out the name of her beloved 
husband in all the frantic agonies of de- 
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spair. At Icnf^tU time threw ii melao- 
dioly veil over the past. Aly mother 
if the violence of her grief; hut with 
it, alas ! she lost her reason, and sinkiiig 
into a state of perfect insanity, became 
insensible to all that passed or repassed 
in the habitable world. I watched her 
night and day for many weeks. I pre- 
pared her food, and my endeavouring 
attentions made her swallow it. She 
recovered slowly in health, but became 
a mere child in mind and manners — 
such, Clenmorris, as yon beheld her 
when you tirst entered onr wretched 
cottage! Ah! what then was its ne- 
glected appearance! — obliged to spin 
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wool for our scanty luaintenance. I 
could 110 longer bestow a thought ou 
plants or flowers, w atered noAV but with 
iny tears— they drooped and perished, 
and our garden was a wilderness, and 
our cottage was a cobweb when you, 
Glcninorris, entered our solitary abode, 
and in the farm of a good Samaritan, 
‘ beheld the form of an angel,’ inter- 
rupted Gleninorris, piouly supporting, 
by the labour of her youthful hands, a 
senseless, heart broken mother, to whose 
comfort she contriliuted to the latest 
moment of her frugal existence, and 
Avhose passport was signed to Heaven, 
by the filial duty of an aflectiouate child ! 
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Thanks, my Matilda, thanks, niy Angel, 
for your interesting, though melancholy 
recital. Oh ! for tlie wealth of worlds, 
to make yon forget past sorrows and 
snhsequent niisfortanes in tln^ devoted 
attentions of your faitliful (!le:iinorris.’ 

‘My wealth of worlds n'sts in the 
arms of my hu-shand,’ xa ied Mrs. Clen- 
morris, ‘ blest with his aflections, secure 
iii his confidi-nce, and possessed of his 
r..ci[)rocat esteem, can Matilda bo poor ? 
Oh, never!’ 


Olemnorris bestowed a look of rap- 
ture on his lovely wife ; and just as they 



100 THE SON AND THE NEPHEW; OK, 

were about to turn from the plantations, 
1 eagerly advanced towards them, wlieii, 
without further ceremony, I comuinni- 
cated the intelligence I had to unfold, 
and the errand on which 1 came. 


I '.nd of Chapter Elrrenth. 
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CHAP. xir. 


An expression of surprise and asto- 
nishment, lo which was added an ani- 
mated f^low’ of sensihility, li;^hted np the 
countenance of the son of the Muses 
and the favourite of Thespis, nm* could 
Mr. Glenmorris hide from observation 
the tear which intrusively fell on the 
hand of his beautiful wife, as clasping 
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his in silent wonder, she glanced her 
meek eyes towards him, as if wishing to 
interrupt the nature of his present feel- 
ings; but Glenniorris could not have 
told her ; for they were sacred to that 
fountain from whence all goodness flows. 
It was rapture, it was bliss too great 
for utterance, and could only be felt by 
.such a husband as Glenniorris ! That 
his Matilda should be raised, by the un- 
seen hand of Providence, not only from 
a state of the most abject dependance» 
but from extreme want and wretched- 
ness, to a situation in which she would 
not he exposed to either, nor subject to 
the caprice of an ungrateful, and too 
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often :i merciless public, made Glenmor- 
ris feel, as it were, transported to the 
shores of an Elysian world. 

“ Will yo i |)ardo!i me, my good tSir 
and Madam?’ cried J, “ for having the 
(einerity to a' knowledgt! myself an at- 
lentive listener to the narrative of Mrs. 
Fitzowen. - - Absolutely .spell-bonnd, I 
could not stir from my hiding place — to 
which the connection of my friend 
Mortlock, with many parts of so inte- 
resting a recital, made me more anxious 
to hear the its conclusion. “ Come, Mrs. 
Glentnorris,” continued 1, taking the 
hand of the beautiful Matilda, “ let me 

VOL. III. I 
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conduct you and your worthy hiishand 
to the presence of uiy friend. Bear up, 
Madam, yo!i are inneeeiit, liav(! never 
wroujxed him, and can hav(? nothim;’ to 
fear.” 


“ But my mrtiH r i-as,” cried Mrs. 
Glenuinrris, in tremuloiis :.cc( nts. “Aty 
poor mifoi tiiiijile motlier, whoso iiua^^e I 
now am! ah! wil! not the sii^lit of me 
make liim sliudder? Am I not tlie child 
of his rival? and will h(‘ not behold in 
my features the cmmlerpart of his faith- 
less Matilda? Oh, Sir! Oh, Oleu- 
morris, spare me froin the just re- 
proaches of his generous heart. I can- 
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not bc'tir to wound it, and tlin of 
ino will wound it deeply!” 

There are vsonie wounds, Madam,"* 
eritMl I, ‘‘ which, gently Ijound by the 
liainl which has intlicted them, will 
speedily t dcTt a enre!*’ 

[said no more; but Mrs. (ilonmorris 
perfectly ( ompr ‘bended my im aning, 
and a .sihaico was maintained on all 
sides, till broken by me on our m ar 
approach to Rose Valley, “"f'ii -I'c, l\Ia- 
dam,” said I, pointing to sffme Ijcautifnl 
cocoa nut-trees! There, in those: em- 
bowering shades, is conccaied, but in 
1 2 
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ainhnsh, the oloj^aut iiKiiisioii of Kieliard 
Morthick.’’ 

“ The once dcslined hiishand of the 
lovely Miss Singleton,” repeated Gleii- 
morris, as he gazed vviti) inient oiiserva- 
tion on llu: feature of his :!giint< <! wife, 
and softly whispering, as she leaned for 
support on his protecting arm, “ Cou- 
rage, my Matihla!’” 

We soon gained the entrance of the 
portal, when 1 immediately eondneted 
the wife and husband into an apartment^ 
where I begged they woidd remain till I 
had formally acquainted Mr. Mortlock 
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witli tlieir arrival, who met me at the 
<lo<ir of the library vvith the following; 
words : — 

“ You have been absent uimsually 
long, Cleveland,’" cried lu;, “ and have 
I'ither failed in discovering the objects 
of your search, or had but little consi- 
deration for the feelings of a tortured 
heart.” 

*‘ Your accusation is a little unjust, 
my friend,” answered I, remdiing out my 
iiand : “ the olijccts of my fteareli are 
already found. I have bronglit Mr. and 
Mrs. Cilenmorris along witli me: they 
I 3 
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are in the liouse, and it is out of respect 
wholly to those feelings which I so 
highly venerated, that I did not imme- 
diately conduct them to your presence.” 

“ Is, then, I he daughter of Matilda 
here,” < ried Mortlo(;k, trembling so ex- 
cessively, that he could scarcely support 
himself. 

“ And her husband also,” returned I: 
they both wait in readiness to receive 
you r commands.” 

“ My commands,” cried Mr. Mort- 
lock, in the greatest agitation. “ Oh ! it 
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is the child of Matilda, that must hence- 
forth cojnuKuid me. Cleveland, I ana 
no philosopher. I tremble a second time 
to encounter the glance of Fitzovven’s 
daughter. Yet sacred to the memory 
of her I once so dearly loved, 1 will at 
once [jerform the duty of a lover and a 
Christian. My rival sleeps in the grave 
of his father ; and the cold earth presses 
the remains of my once-adored Ma- 
tilda. Perish, then, for ever, the re- 
membrance of her nuworthiness. Time 
indeed has registered the record here ; 
but mercy blots it out for ever. The 
living daughter of a dead rival sliall be 
the heiress of my fortune.” 
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I waited not to hear the concluding 
words of my friend Mortlock ; but con- 
ceiving the present state of his feelings 
to be thoroughly prepared for the re- 
ception of Mr. and Mrs. Glenmorris, 
returned to the apartment where 1 had 
left them, w hen, taking the hand of Mrs. 
Glenmorris, I led the way into the 
library, where sat the agitated Mortlock 
to receive her. 

There is a delicacy in interviews of 
this nature which makes the intrusion 
of any other person or persons besides 
the immediate party concerned, not only 
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disagreeable to the feelings, but highly 
improper. 

1 closed the door therefore after me 
the moment I beheld Mr. and Mrs. 
Glenmorris fairly seated in the presence 
of my friend, nor would I again return 
to the apartments till I was summoned 
to the supper table, at the head of 
which, with no small degree of satisfac- 
tion, I perceived the beautiful, unaffect- 
ed, and interesting daughter of Mrs. 
Fitzowen, on whose snowy and modest 
cheek a pellucid tear lingered, still be- 
traying the sensibility which had so re- 

i5 
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cently affected her; but like rnorniDg 
dew on the leaves of the rose, it moist- 
ened but for a short time the transceud- 
ant beauty of the blushing flower. Mrs, 
Gleninorris soon smiled, and tliat genial 
warmth created by that smile, soon ani- 
mated the breast of her husband, and 
awakened him to the fullest sense of his 
now enviable situation. Mr. Mortlock 
found in Gleninorris a sensible and ra- 
tional coinpauioii— discovered in him a 
mind elegantly gifted with those accom- 
plishments which must ever be found to 
exalt riches, though riches cannot exalt 
them, and which the humblest station, 
though surrounded with the sharpest 
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pfings of poverty, cannot debase. In 
Mr.s. Gleninorris, as the child of his 
Matilda, Mortlock perceived everj vir- 
tue to love, and many qualities that cora- 
inanded his admiration. Still his judg“ 
meat could not help acknowledging a 
superiority of mind and a solidity of 
disposition which Mrs. Fitzowen had 
never possessed. In a few weeks after 
the happy meeting, he caused his will 
to be made, in which the whole of his 
wealthy possessions were left in favour 
of Mrs. Gleumorris immediately on his 
decease, an event which took place as 
speedy as unexpected by his lamenting 
friends. In less than the period of thre« 
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months after his adoption of Glenmorris 
and his amiable wife, he died of a 
nervous fever, and it was with deep and 
heartfelt regret that I followed to the 
grave a man so truly excellent, that it 
might be said — Humanity and virtue 
marked him for her own. “ Peace to thy 
ashes, Mortlock,” cried I, as I turned 
slowly from the piece ef earth that sha- 
dowed his remains ! “ Peace to thy ashes> 
dear, lamented friend ! The recording 
angel, as he writes thee down, need not 
blush when iie carries into Heaven’s 
Chancery the unSullietl page which 
marks thy virtue and Iby faults.” The 
inscription on his tomb, and which 1 
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w€ll knew was traced by the elegant 
hand of Glenmorris, was simply thus* 

" Canet 

TO 

The Memory of Richard Mortlock, Esq” 

The most lasting memorials of a 
man’s virtues are not given in monn- 
mental praise: it is recorded in the 
hearts of those he leaves behind him ! — 
Glenmorris was right. Volumes could 
not have conveyed more forcibly to the 
feeling heart a better or more appro- 
priate sentiment, illustrating the cha- 
racter of departed worth, than the sim- 
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plicity he had adopted. For my o\Vn 
part, I detest pageantry of all kinds, — 
more particularly that which appertains 
to the great in their splendid escutch- 
eons, marble monuments, perfumed 
coffins, and funeral orations. The last 
eventful history of their past lives* 
which, like the nodding plumes that 
bear them to the grave, can only say 
in a drawing room I once flourished, 


A circumstance which the authoress asserts, 
recently occurred in the precincts of G'rosvenor 
square, otto of roses being put into the coffin with 
the deceased personage. This is carrying folly to 
the grave in reality. 
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aufl was gay, which remiacls me of the 
following lines : — 


' And why not gay 1 I gave the poor !’ 

‘ Yon did indeed ! — your lordships door!’ 


of Chapter Twelfth* 
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CHAP. XIII. 


It was not to be supposed, that 
though I passed my life in one unvary- 
ing scene of tranquillity and rational 
happiness with my amiable friends, that 
I was indifferent to the fate of the 
Mandeville family; and, strange to say, 
that though I was stationary with Ed- 
ward in the Island of Jamaica for the 
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period of seven years, yet I could not 
gain the smallest intelligence from Mr. 
VVorgham respecting any of my rela- 
tives till the account which he ga\e in a 
letter to his son, informed me of the 
following events which had taken place, 

“ Tell Egbert Cleveland,” says the 
old gentleman, “ that in compliance 
with his solicitation, 1 went a step be* 
yond my inclination, and more than two 
steps beyond my capacity, to serve him : 
for 1 actually hired a post chaise, and 
your sister Caroline being rather poorly 
,I took her with me for the benefit o 
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the journey. But where did you sup- 
pose I journied to ? 

Why not to the blue mountains, to 
be swallowed up alive, wholesale and 
retail, for the benefit (as you once did, 
you know, on a former occasion), for 
the benefit of the Blackamoors ! 

No! I desired the postillion to 
drive to Mandeville Manor ; and when 
I arrived, boldly demanded an audience 
of Sir Peter Mandeville, which was not 
so easy to be done as said, for the porter 
actually denied me admittance ; but I so 
rated him, that, curse me if ever he will 
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lose sight of good manners again as 
long a.s he can remember Ned Worg- 
ham, (Irocer and Tea l)(!aler. No ad- 
mittance — cannot pos.sibly let me in! 
and go about my business ! Why, curse 
yonr impudence! cried 1 ! tell an honest 
tradesman that has come forty miles in 
a post chaise, and all at his own ex- 
pence, to go about his business ! Why, 
you lazy, lubberly, fat, greasy, kennel 
hound, 1 have left my business, and 
come all this way to speak to your 
master, aiid speak to him I will ; or, by 
the Lord Harry, I will soon let you 
know what o’clock it is! here’s manners, 
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here’s good breeding at the house of a 
baronet! By the Lord, the nation may 
well go to pot when such fellows as you 
who are fed by it, are suflered to kick 
civility out of doors. So saying, I 
handed Caroline from the chaise, and 
without ceremony, advanced into the 
middle of a hall large enough to turn a 
coach and six horses! and (here, to ray 
surprise, sat three more fellows, all 
dressed out in green and gold, with 
gingerbread buttons, and stinking of 
perfumes like so many pole cats. * Come, 
come,* cried I, shall stand no more of 
your nonsense — either go up to your 
master, and inform him, that a person 
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Avails on him with particular business, 
or 1 shall go myself. On this they all 
scouted, one and all, like so many hares, 
but I waited longer than I could have 
served twenty customers, before I was 
desired to walk up stairs, which 1 did, 
in no very good humour, for the lazy 
rascals had ruffled my temper, I 
knocked at i he door, because I thought 
if a baronet did not know what good 
manners were, that his inferiors would 
teach him ; but I soon got the better of 
my ill humour, when I saw’ one of the 
finest old gentleaien my eyes ever be- 
held with a pleasing and benevolent 
countenance, advance to meet me. 
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*' Mr. Worgbam, I presume,” cried 
be, “ and the young lady; but pray have 
the goodness to be seated.” 

“ My daughter,” answered T. “ We 
have both pressed in rudely here, Sir 
Peter ; but 1 am a plain man of dealing, 
quite unaocustomed to the ceremony 
and forms that attend a great man like 
you : therefore I liope you will excuse 


‘ Sir,’ cried ho. ‘ w'ith a most ])lacid 
smile, I am as plain a nian as yourself, 
and as little fond of ceremony, and what 
may appear more strange to you, am at 
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this moment as unacquainted with great 
men, as you arc pleased to call them, as 
yourself. I live in retirement, as you 
perceive, disgusted with the follies, and 
heartily despising tlic customs of that 
world, which, sources of domestic 
affliction, have rendered hateful to me!’ 

“ On this, the old gentleman wiped 
ort' a tear that started from his eye, and 
without inquiring into my business, he 
rang the bell to desire that some refresh- 
ment might immediately be brought in, 
which he very politely pressed Caroline 
and myself to accept of! — Ah! ah! 



192 TIIK SON AND THR NEPHEW; OK, 

thought I : this will do vastly well — this 
is something in the shape of old English 
hospitality; but what a pity that the 
servants of so good a man should, by 
their insolent mode of behaviour, give a 
stranger an unfavourable impression of 
his character! 

“ When Caroline and invf 
drank off a glass of wine a .m. , e 1 
thought it was time to open my business, 
and should have done so, had pot Hit. 
silly girl, on casting her eyes over the 
chimney board, and seeing a full length 
portrait of a certain person, gave a lond 
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.sricaai, whicli, as you may suppose, 
eudrely put every thing I had to say 
»' -i; oC iny head.” 

".My ! young lady!” exclaimed 
Sir l\;ter, "what can thus alarm you! 
hut his eyes tollowiug in the same di- 
et turn as her s, lh<> meaning was plain 
t tHiiigh, and more plain than I either 
‘.visht'd or expected, Edward ; but to 
business.” 

“ Surely,” continued the baronet, 
'* you have no knowledge of the person 
that portrait represents?” 

VOL. III. K 



194 THE SON AND THE NEl'TIKW; OK, 


“ Iltdecil but she Iras llioii^h,” cried I, 
“ and a better voiiU) does not exist, let 
the oilier bo wiiere bo will, tl:aii in tbe 
person of Edward Cl( \eliuul!'’ 


“ Oq these words, Sir l\ler %s(' from 
his chair, almost in a doliriimi of joy, 
and folding Ids liands together with an 
emotion I shall never forget, exclaimed, 
‘Gracious Heaven, I thank thee! O 
worthy Sir! 01 excellent young lady ! 
Ease the tlirobbiiigs of an old man\s 
heart, and loll mo all you know of 
Egbert Clevland ! Does be lite? Is 
he well? Is he happy? and 0! more 
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than all, lA\isl» to ask, shall these old 
eyes ever behold him?” 

“ I was so aflected, Edwai’d, that 
tliongh I am not much given to crying, 
yet I fciStnd myself on the point of bekig 
in a melting mood. So I up and told 
Sir Peter all I could pick and scrape 
about his nephew, not forgetting the 
blue mountain story into the bargain^ 
at which he expressed so much deliglit 
and satisfaction, that 1 thought be never 
would have done acknowledging how 
greatly he was obliged to rae. 


“ Mr. Worgham,” cried he, ‘ after 
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what you have related, I arn neither 
to part with you nor your fair 
daughter on so sliort an ae(}naintancc, 
and if you are not pressed for time, 
must positively insist on making you 
prisoners for a few days at Mandeville 
Manor, having connnunieafions to offer 
which I hope will he as conducive to 
the happiness as -well as advantageous 
to the fortune of iny dear nephew, who 
has been for many years legal heir to the 
whole property (a few legacies excepted) 
of Lucijla Penman. The unceriain 
probability that the dear boy would 
ever be found again, or that he might no 
longer be living, has caused the will in 
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cither case to descend to niy youngest 
son, Josepli Mandeville, who has been 
some time united to a most amiable and 
deserving young woman, the youngest 
daughter of Sir James Sommcrville, 
with whom he lives in as perfect state of 
conjugal felicity as few married lives 
afford.” 

“ In the present times you mean, Sir 
Peter,” cried I, “ for when I married 
joy little Dorothy forty years ago, I had 
no care in the world but to get children, 
and now I have got them, all my care 
now is, how to provide for them.” 
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» 

“ Yon know, Ned, I never like lo lose 
a joke if I can help it. Sir Peter smiled, 
and turning round to Caroline, ])aid her 
a compliment that made the poor girl 
blush like a rose in full bloom. But lo 
proceed to business, for I have a long 
story to tell you beforo 1 concludo this 
epistle. 

I 

“ All this while, you must know, I 
kept twirling about my fingers and 
thumbs in a very awkward manner, as 
Caroline afterwards told me, because I 
wanted to ask a question, and that was, 
whether that the Devil, Lady Maude- 
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ville, was on the stocks or no? and what 
was become of her precious cub, Mor- 
timer? or, if the poor girl whom he so 
infamously betrayed, was ever yet heard 
of? all which questions Sir Peter was 
kind enough to take off my hands, by 
relating the following circumstances. 

‘ I am now a widower, Mi^s Worg- 
ham,* cried he, addressing Caroline; 
‘ therefore, if you will cotNesceud to 
grace a batchelor’s table to-day, I may 
probably introduce you to the society of 
a fen)ale companion to-morrow in my 
sweet and lovely neighbour, Lady Adt;la 
Hugh de Tracy! that is if we can draw 
K 4 
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the fair recluse from her little cottage, 
where she has resided since the death 
of Lady Mandeville and the marriage 
of my son, Mortimer/’ 

“ Yon hav(! hoth your sons married, 
then, Sir Peter,” cried I, “ and your 
dmigliters 

“ Will continue maids as long as they 
live,” answdi’ed he, “ and old maids, I 
promise you, which, to do them justice, 
has been more the fault of their mother 
than their own. Lady Mandeville bred 
them in the school of fashionable indo- 
lence, and taught them to expect to 
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marry peers of the realm ; but no peers 
of the realm having thought it conve- 
nient to marry them, poor Clotilda and 
Jemima may wear the willow for the re- 
mainder of their days. They are still 
so fond of fashion and folly, however, 
that they reside with their brother in the 
parlieus of St. James’s, who has mar- 
ried a thoughtless giddy woman of 
fashion, dissipated like himself, . and 
more calculated to be his mistress than 
his wife, and whom, I strongly suspect, 
will shortly involve him both in ruin 
and disgrace ; but,” continued Sir Peter, 
with a sigh, “ as he married to please 
himself and not me, I shall not discuss 
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a subject so uupleasing to my feelings, 
particularly as not even my most earnesl 
entreaties ever could prevail with him 1» 
do justice to his cousin, by acknowledg- 
ing that unfortunate adair of Lubina 
Biackbourne. 

‘ For iny own part, I am fully con- 
vinced who is the seducer, and who is 
not. The Son, and not the Nopheic, 
being the transgressor, though passion 
blinded me at the time, and tlie artifice 
of a deceitful woman (which Lady 
Mandeville confessedly was), and too 
well succeeded in those arts, in per- 
suading me to adopt measures, and 
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eliargiiig my nephew with a crime of 
which I need no conviction than my own 
heart that he never was guilty.’ 

“ Lnhina herself, were she but here, 
would most gladly attest his innocence,” 
cried I; “ but tilt that moment fortu- 
nately arrives, I fear your nephew is so 
scrupulously delicate, that he will never 
be prevailed on to face your presence.” 

‘ Then I shall die without blessing 
him,’ exclaimed Sir Peter; ‘ be shall, 
he must come to dose the eyes of his 
poor heart-broken uncle. Will he not, 
think you, Mr. Worgham.’ 

K a 
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“ Doubtless,” I replied, “ which was 
but right, you know, Edward.” 

“ Then I will write to him to-morrow,” 
cried the old gentleman ; “ nay, more, 1 
will get a fair hand to add her signature 

to mine in requesting that he will imme- 
diately come over to England and pos- 
sess himself of that property which now 
no longer has a right to be withheld 
from him. Yes, Adela shall be the 
olive branch of peace between us ! 
Adela, whom no mortal can resist, and, 
least of all, I think, my nephew ! She 
is an heiress of one hundred thousand 
pounds, Mr. Worgham. Her father. 



MORE SECRETS THAN ONE. 205 
Lord Hugh dc Tracy, lately dead, and 
the whole of this property at her own 
disposal.” 

“ An exceeding snug thing, upon ray 
soul !” cried 1 : “an hundred thousand 
pounds. What can a young woman do 
with so much money?” 

“ What few young women do with 
their’s, I believe,” answered Sir Peter. 
“She gives it, Mr. Worgham, to relieve 
the wants of others, and lives in seclud- 
ed retirement, while she publicly be- 
stows the most liberal donations to help 
a sinking multitude. Now I will pre-^ 
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vail on this angel to write to Egbert, and 
who knows — 

“ Dinner is on the table, Sir,” said a 
a fellow, thrusting in his head at the 
door, which was as white as a canli- 
jdowcr, and 1 could not help making a 
remark that did not in the least oflend 
the baronet, though it was one of his 
own servants; but, on the contrary, 
seemed to afiord him some amusement 
as we went down stairs, which remark 
was, Ned, that I was not suiprised to 
&rmer8 keeping up the high price of 
coiti, nor millers that of flour when so 
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many livery servants made use of it in 
powder for their heads!” 


End of Chapter Thirteenth. 
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CHAP. XIV. 


The shipwrecked mariner, when safe 
from the dangers of the storm, reviews 
the land that gives him birth with ten- 
fold pleasure, and counts each moment 
till he shall behold it, an age of pain ! 
Dear objects meet in crowded recollec- 
tion on his memory, and relatives belov- 
ed float across his imagination, and 
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W'liilo every pulse beats M’ith the swell- 
ing' title of expectation, hope, on which 
he has so oft reposed his sheet anchor, 
conies to crown his wishes, and weaves, 
at last, a never-fading garland for his 
brow. 

Such were iny hopes, such were 
triy wishes, and such niy expectations 
on perusing and re-perusing the contents 
of Mr. Worghaiu’s letter, thrice welcome 
to me, not only on account of its intelli- 
gence, but from the warm breathing sen- 
timents which it conveyed. 


To find myself master of a fortune 
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I SO little expected from the goodness 
and generosity of Miss Penman, excited 
the deepest sense of gratitude, nor 
could 1 suliiciently express my obliga- 
tion to Mr. Worgliam, which bound me 
in ties the most sacred to himself and 
son! 


“ Dear Edward,” cried I, while tears, 
which I could no longer restrain, 
gushed from my eyes, “ Dear Edward, 
to you and your excellent father am I 
indebted for the good fortune which now 
attends me. 


“ Had your doors been closed against 
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me ill the hour of distress, when I first 
came under your hospitahic roof, slan- 
dered liy my enemies, and unprotected 
by those relatives that should iiavi' be- 
friended me, what, at this moment, 
would have been the fate of Egbert 
Cleveland ?” 

On this, Mrs. Worghain, who was 
making breakfast, opened her rose-bud 
lips with a sweet smile, and laying her 
hand on mine, ‘ Come Clevland,’ said 
she, ‘ a truce to all sombre reflections. 
If you wish to inspire melancholy, let 
us take anotlier trip to the blue moun- 
tains ; but, for my part, I will hear no- 
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thing tliat in the smallest degree inclines 
me to be serious for a month to come.” 

“ In a month to come,” said Edward, 
“ my sw'eetest Rosa, you must prepare 
for a voyage across the Atlantic. What 
say you, my love, to another specimen 
of your abiliites in the character of 
Little Jack the Sailor Boy ?” 

“ Had I the same object in pursuit, I 
would again venture on so hazardous an 
undertaking, but at present my character 
is decidedly fixed.” 


“ Ultimately so, charming Rosa,” cried 
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1 , “ and may that character never 
change; it never can. I’aithful love 
binds a rosy wreathe around the head 
of hoary time, the infl nonce of wliich 
may pale its bloom, but never de.strcys 
its fragrance.” 

“1 shall give yon one of my best curte- 
sies for that pretty speeeli some other 
time,” said Mrs. Worgham, “ but really 
('leveland, though you are everlastingly 
talking of love, I do not suppose that 
the little blind boy has much to answer 
for on your account, or I tliink the rich 
planter’s daughter Miss Monson, who is 
certainly a very fine girl, and set her cap 
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SO pointedly at you at the last assembly, 
would have made some impression oi) 
your heart.” 

“ Madam,” cried I, “ had Miss Mon- 
son the cliarms of a Medecean Venus, 
J have a coat of mail which would effec- 
tually shield me from their brilliancy.” 

“ Indeed,” said Mrs. Wor^jham, with 
an arch smile, “ and what sort of coat 
of mail may that be. Sir?” 

“ A faithful heart. Madam,” answered 
I, “ already devotedly in the possession 
of another!” 
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“ I am satisficjl,” cried Mrs. Worg- 
liani, on perceiving an expression of 
surprise and even disappoiiHtnent de- 
jdeted in the eonntenanco of j,v.hviii(l, 
“1 shall ask no more (pn slioiis ; hnt 
woinavfs curiosity, you know, yon re- 
memher Bhu' Be.ird. Mercy on us, my 
dear Edward, how gravi* yon look, 
fome, smile. I hale to .set; you look 
grave. One would almost, imagine that 
YOU thought Cleveland had fallen in love 
with your wift; !” 


Edward, on this rally of the lively 
Rosa, recovered his spirits, but not 
without softly whispering, as he sat 
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close to ray elbow, “Poor Caroline! it 
is all over with you.” 

Mrs. Worgluun having occasion to 
leave the room, I anxiously inquired 
after the health of both his sisters, at 
•which he replied, “ Lucy hasher usual 
health and spirits; but Caroline, ray 
father informs rae, is, ho apprehends, in 
the first stage of a consuiiiption, and ray 
mother inconsolable at the change 
which has so recently taken place in her 
disposition.” 

“ She is a dear, lovely, amiable girl,” 
continued Edward, “ and next to my 
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own Rosa, dearest to my heart, I once 
thought, I once wished, I — I — I — no 
matter what I wished ; it is all over 
with poor Caroline ; and so there is an 
end of the business !” 

“ Shocked and surprised by a com- 
munication so unexpected, I expe- 
rienced a thousand indescribable pangs, 
and felt for Caroline Worghain all that a 
man could feel in my peculiar situation ! 

“ My unbounded obligation to her 
father, my affection for Edward, whom 
I loved as my brother! and divested of 
all this, my admiration of the gentle 


X. III. 


I. 
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tirtiies of the lovely Caroline herself, 
all tended to one point, that of making 
her an offer of inv hand ; at iht* sakut. 
niouieot that 1 should myself r^sigr 
every hope of earthly happiness, the u- 
nuuciation of my long cherished hope- 
the love of Adela ; but candour 
a brief point in a case like this, [ in- 
stantly disclosed the nature of my feel- 
ings to Edward, and concluded ••• d<- 
daring, that after what 1 had infornito 
him, if he thought my hand wor! hy the 
acceptance of bis sister, that hand was 
hers!" 


“ What?” cried Edward, “ save my 
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ister and sacrifice my friend! No 
develand, this is a point on which man 
must speak fur man ; and 1 candidly 
confess, that I would not give up Rosa 
10 spare a thousand sisters !” 

‘‘ Here’s my hand — take it. The un- 
exampled proof you have given of self- 
deuiai for the happiness of a whole 
family detuands a brother’s thanks, and 
more than ever binds you to my heart !” 

Here ended the foregoing conversa- 
tion between Edward and myself, and 
from this day the subject never was re- 
sumed. I had none my duty, but my 
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iniud was agilatod and discomposed. J 
I longed for the arrival of my uncle's 
mandate to recall use to England ; and 
to sum up the whole in one word, I 
longed to behold Adela, to throw myself 
at her feet, declare mv unalterable at- 
tachment to her, and to know if ever I 
had been dear to her. 

Edward having amassed a very 
pretty fortune in the West Indies, <le- 
clared his intention of sailing in the 
very next fleet for England, and I, who 
had contributed to the very utmost 
of my power towartls his acquiring the 
property he found himself possessed of, 
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j^ave me a cotnpetent share of the emo- 
luments. We therefore closed our ac- 
counts on the very day that the so much 
expected letter arrived from Mandeville 
Manor: it was written in a hand I had 
never seen before, and ran thus ; 

“ To Egbert Cleveland, Esq. 

“ Egbert Cleveland is earnestly and 
affectionately entreated by the com- 
mands of u fond uncle, to return to his 
native country. 

“ That uncle is now confined, by 
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indisposition, to a sick bed, and lan- 
guishes to behold his nephew ! 

“If this has no avail, the writer has 
to inform Mr. Cleveland, that the pro- 
perty of the deceased Miss Penman 
has, by that lady’s last will and testa- 
ment, become his. He is therefore 
strictland enjoined, on the receipt of 
this letter, speedily to forward the 
wishes of Sir Peter Mandeville, by pre- 
senting himself the lawful and acknow- 
ledged heir of all such property be- 
queathed to him, and to hasten to the 
arm* of an affectionate uncle, who is 


impatient to behold him.” 
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No signature being signed to tliis, 
and being written in an elegant female 
hand, 1 concluded it to be the hand 
writing of Adcia, and from that moment 
made such arrangements of my little 
mercantile affairs as to be ready to dc* 
part with Edward at the earliest oppor 
tunity, which we did in the course of six 
weeks from that period, experiencing 
no diflBcuIty on onr voyage but the in- 
cessant calms which prolonged it. At 
length arriving in the English channel, 
we yielded to the entreaties of old 
friends, but not with new faces. 


Rosa no longer timid from the fe^rs 
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which had assailed her io a foreign cli* 
mate, could talk of nothing else but her 
father and mother, from whose arms she 
had tied to those of her lover; but whom 
she could now face without reprehen- 
sion! 

When we left the ship, I consulted 
with Edward what plan I should adopt. 
‘‘ Shall I,” said I, “ instantly depart for 
Mandeville Manor, or accompany you 
down to Loulhborough?” 

“ 1 know your delicacy, my dear 
friend,” ausuercdhe, “ and respect it; 
but my father will never forgive me if I 
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do not tak'^ you home for a day or two, 
at least, that I am pretty certaiu of!” 

“ But Caroline,” cried I ! 

“ Must weather out the storm,” re- 
plied Edward. “ Caroline is a sensible 
girl, and her mind, superior to most 
women, will reason with itself to cherish 
a hopeless passion, which can never 
meet a return, would be folly indeed ! 
Beside, you will soon be the husband ol 
Lady Adela ; and then, you know — ■ 

“ I the husband of Adela!” cried I, 
transported at the thought, “ Edward, 
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do not talk so madly. Lady Adela 
will never unite herself with me.” 

“ Then she will lead apes in a certain 
place which shall be nameless,” replied 
Edward, laugtiing most heartily at the 
suggestion, “ and I think the arms of a 
fine handsome young fellow like you a 
devilish deal more preferable, and so, 1 
dare say, will her ladyship.” 

Our luggage being disposed of in 
the post-chaise, we drove off full speed 
from the City of London, and arrived in 
Louthborough the fidiowing morning, 
when the meeting between Edward and 
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his fumily may be l.ettjr iuR'-^eii ihaii 
described, receiving his beloved iiesa 
will) such marks of affection as made 
the eyes of this charming woman over- 
flow with genuine sensibility ! 

“ Gad, Zookers, Egbert Cleveland !” 
cried Mr. Worghara ! “ what a giant you 
are grown, and there is Ned as fat as a 
porpus ! Well, Dorothy, let us have a 
good dinner, quite snug and comfortable, 
a brace of roast ducks, stuffed with 
saee and onions, and plenty of gravy !” 

What is become of Caroline,” said 
Edward, looking anxiously round the 

L 6 
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room, and at her name my heart sunk 
within me ; biit I was seasonably reliev- 
ed wheti Mrs. Worgham informed him, 
that she was gone for a few days into 
the country. Then turning to me with 
tears in her eyes, a sight I could hardly 
support, “ Indeed,Mr. Cleveland,” cried 
she, “ you would scarce recollect my 
once blooming Caroline, were you now 
to see her since her illness; but she is 
much better, and I hope God will spare 
my darling a great while longer.” 

At this language of the fond mo- 
ther's heart, 1 felt sych intolerable an- 
guish, that 1 was obliged to complain of 
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a violent head ache to apologize for my 
want of spirits, 

“ What! you have brought your little 
favourite hack again, Mr. Cleveland,” 
said Miss Worghain, caressing Julio 
with her accustomed kindness. 

“Yes, Madam,” cried I, “and in 
some cases would sooner have parted 
with my life than with this faithful ani- 
mal I” 

“ I should very much like to know 
whose dog that was,” cried Mr. Worg- 
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ham, “ that you arc so confoundedly 
fond of; but I wocld wager .ixpence — 
nay, J will go as far as tenpcnce, whicli 
is all I can ati’ord, that it IxJongs to a 
lady that dined with us at the Manor!” 

“ Did she indeed !” cried I, quite for- 
getting myself, “ Did Adcla indeed dine 
with you at my uncle’s?” 

On niy saying this, they laughed so 
heartily at my expence, that I began to 
fancy myself very ridiculous ; yet I con- 
tinued three days with this most amiable 
family, promising that 1 would write to 
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them a full account of my proceedings, 
at the Manor when my mind was more 
settled and in a state of tranquillity!” 


End of Chapter Fourteinth. 
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CHAP. XV. 


On stopping to change horses at the 
first inn On the road, I observed numbers 
of country people of the most respecta- 
ble appearance fiocking to the adjacent 
village known by the name of Mount 
Sorrel, and through which ] necessarily 
had to pass, being on the road to Man- 
deville Manor. 
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“ Can you inform me,” crio;’ I to the 

master of the inn, “ if there is a public 
fair held this day at any of the neigh- 
bouring villuges ?” 

“Yes, Sir,” replied he; “there is 
something public, but very diderentfrom 
a fair, at which many people go to laugh ; 
but here they will go to cry. I warrant 
me there will not be a dry eye to be seen 
in the whole village.” 

“ Then it is the funeral of some pei*- 
son whose loss is greatly lamented,” ob- 
served I. 
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“ Greatly indeed,” replied the inn- 
keeper, “ I shall never live to see her 
fellow ! She fed the hungry, cloathed 
the naked, and was a blessing to all the 
poor, both far and near. Bor her funeral 
is over! She died this day three weeks, 
and was buried the week following, only 
this day there is a funeral sermon to be 
preached at Mount Sorrel by our worthy 
rector himself; and this good lady was 
so beloved, I say again, there will not be 
a dry eye to be seen in the whole 
church!” 

“ Have the goodness to tell me the 
name of your rector,” cried 1. 
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“Mandeviile,” replied he, “the young- 
est son of Sir Peter Mandeville, of the 
Manor House.” 

I fell back in the chaise almost 
deprived of the power of articulation, 
till a flood of tears came to my relief. 

“ Poor Joseph,” cried I, “ it is, then, 
the spirit of thy gentle Emma who has 
fled to Heaven, and left thee so deeply 
to deplore her loss! Brother of my 
heart, companion of my early days, in 
what a moment of affliction shall we 
meet! 
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“ 1 desired the postillion to drive on, 
scarcely knowing what I did on seeing 
any object on the road till >ye reached 
Mount Sorrel, when I suddenly formed 
a resolution of disguising myself as 
much as I possibly could, in order that I 
might be present at so awful and sacred 
a ceremony, and that 1 might behold 
with what fortitude a Christian and a 
man bends to the rod that chastizes 
him I 

“ I will go,” cried I, “ and in an ob- 
sc'ire corner of the church, listen to the 
\oice of my beloved Joseph! and though 
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unseen, I will be a mourner in the truest 
sense of the word, for niy sorrows will 
will be private ! 

With this determination, I desired 
the postillion to stop at the first inn, and 
there to take charge of my luggage and 
wait for my returning, just slightly ob- 
serving, that it was my intention to go 
and hear tlie funeral sermon in the vil- 
lage. 

Accordingly, wrapping myself up 
in a large great coat, and slouching my 
hat over my face, 1 proceeded to the 
church porch, where numbers had al- 
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ready assembled for the doors to be 
thrown open for them, young and the 
old, toe siekly and infirm ! while the 
mournful sound of the church bell an* 
nounced the approach of their rector ! 
At length he advanced with a firm and 
steady step! bis hands folded On his 
breast, and his eyes meekly raised to- 
wards Heaven! 

I threw one look towards him ; bnt 
it was enough! It was Joseph! My 
heart acknowledged my beloved cousin ! 
Every nerve trembled! Every pulse 
beat convulsively ; and at the moment 
he slowly advanced to the pulpit, I 
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co'ukl have knelt at his feet, and wor- 
shipped him ! 

I obtained a seat, where, if my emo- 
tion got the better of me, I could neither 
be seen nor heard, but I found it impos- 
sible to restrain my feelings when Joseph 
opening the first page of his book, com- 
menced with the following words: — 

“ Oh, God ! unto whom all hearts be 
open, all desires known, and from whom 
no secrets are hidden 

These were the words of my uncle 
in my last interview with him, and the 
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remembrance of that agonizing scene 
rnshed so forcibly on my recollection, 
that, unable to controul my feelings, I 
sobbed aloud, which drew the attention 
of all eyes to the spot from whence it 
proceeded, and amongst others the eyes 
of a female, who, like myself, appeared 
to shun the public gaze as much as 
possible. 

She was of a light and elegant form, 
the little that could be discerned of her, 
and habited in the deepest mourning, 
but not a feature of her face was visible ; 
a thick impervious veil being thrown 
Over a close bonnet, that completely 
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answered the purpose for which it was 
designed. The Toice of Joseph was 
weak and tremulous at the beginning of 
the sermon, but grew manly and firm at 
its conclusion, in which he had endear 
Toured to impress on the minds of his 
hearers that meek submission to the will 
of the Most High, even when sinking 
under a load of u'orldly calamity, which- 
was so truly exemplified in himself; and 
when he ceased the divine truths he.had 
conveyed, and the affecting pathos of his 
voice melted every heart to reverence 
and praise, the congregation slowly 
retreated from the place of worship, and 
as they departed, lowed their heads 
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Avith religious enthusiasm towards their 
beloved rector, regarding him as a tute- 
lary saint. 

“ I observed the lady in mourning 
follow at a distance the steps of my 
beloved cousin I I saw her enter his 
house! My curiosity w'as on the rack! 
A strange fluttering seized my heart! 
I knocked at the door, and it was opened 
not by a servant, but by Adela! 

“ Not looking at me, she hastily said, 
Mr. Mandeville, Sir, is too much in- 
disposed to see company at the present. 
Have the goodness to leave your busi- 
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“ I could now support silence no 
longer; Not see me, cried F. Will 
my once tenderly beloved Joseph refuse 
admittance to Egbert Cleveland? 

“Egbert Cleveland! uttered Adda, 
and the colour faded from her cheek. 
I snatched her, for one moment, to my 
throbbing heart. Yes, cried I, Egbert 
Cleveland! Angelic girl ! Your own 
Egbert Cleveland ! 


“ My Egbert Cleveland, repeated 
Adela, the roses returning in fresh 
bloom to her complexion ! 
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“Yes, your own — your eternally de- 
voted Egbert Cleveland, I replied. 
“ The lips of Adela were sealed in si- 
lence. But the expression of her eyes 
whispered love and hope; and as I 
pressed the snowy hand which was 
clasped in mine, a sweet boy between 
four and five years of age called her by 
her name to come to his papa. He had 
no occasion to repeat bis commands, for 
Adela Hew with the rapidity of lightning 
from my side, and snatching up the 
child in her arms, desired me to follow 
her. On our entrance tothe drawing 
room, I beheld Joseph sitting in an at- 
titude of pensive contemplation! 
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■''* Look, papa! Jook! cried the child. 

He raised his mild blue eyes, and the 
next moment I was clasped in his arms ! 

“ Now let me draw a veil over a scene 
which mocks description: and to do 
justice to which, the famed Corregio 
himself could not sufficiently paint! 
Suffice it to say, that instead of 
proceeding to Mandeville Manor, as I 
fully intended, the chaise was sent 
for, ray luggage taken out of it, and 
safely lodged in an apartment of 
Joseph’s house; and that precisely at 
three o’clock 1 sat down to dinner with 
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him and Adela, devoured his sweet boy 
with kisses, and recounted all my ad- 
ventures (except the attachment of Ca- 
roline Worgham), over a bottle of old 
port! drank my uncle\s health in a 
flowing bumper, and went to bed, for- 
getting all but love and Adela ! 

“ The next morning I visited Mande- 
ville Manor. My uncle was kind and 
afiectionate beyond expression. I found 
Lubina returned to her parents, having 
been in service, where she had so long 
concealed herself. To my great joy, she 
had fully revealed the name of her se 
ducer, and the white shield of innocence 
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■which had so long supported mo, now 
dispelled the frozen gloom of mysterj'. 

“ I have now revealed More Secrets 
tlum One, yet another of importance re- 
mains to be told. Can any of yon guess 
what that is ? 

“ Why on a certain morning in a cer- 
tain month, and on a certain day, .loseph 
Mandeville, Rector of Mount Sorrel, in 
the County of Leicestershire, joined 
together, in the holy bauds of matri- 
mony, EgbertCleveland and Lady Adela 
Hugh de Tracy ! 
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I cannot tell how the bride was 
dressed, but I believe <!he chose that 
Which best suited her complexion, as 
most brides generally do. 

“ For my own part, all I can re- 
member, is, that my uncle, on joining 
OEI',bands, whispered something in Ade- 

'la’s ear that caused a momentary blush ! 

♦ 

1 asked her what it was? and she re- 
plied, * Your untie is so anfashionable 
to wish.our hemejmooon mry not only 
Hurt three months, but cootinoe to the 
eadof our- lives!!” 

riNis. 
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